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DEDICATORY STANZAS 



For mtny a care begnlTd 
By tbe tweet magic of thy lootliing lay— 
For many a raptur*d thought, and vision wQdi 
To thee this strain of gratitade I pay« 

Warton* 



Robust October comes — brown exerdsoi 
Blythe sporty and health's unforced vitalities 
Welcome the green age of the passing year :- 
There's freshness in the air — the sky is clear ; 

B 



10 POKIIS. 

The << rich-hair'd yoalh of morn"* with dec^en'd 

Mellows his qplendoar on the world below. 
Now all things feel the exnberaace of life ; 
My muse, with most exalting feelings rife. 
Is sprightly op ;i' and as the lark npsprings. 
She wantons with that joyous bird, and sings. 

Sonl of my soul, my Mary, how my heart 
Leaps at thy name with, unaocostom'd glee ! 
To be for ever near thee, where thon art, 
Fd hng my ehnma, aad nearer would be free ; 
The fritore, present, center'd all in thee. 
Thy genras, wonderfnl beyond thy years. 
Each liberal science woos most lovingly. 



And aO thy subject life was born. 



♦ >owfci^i»flMffffiilwMofttsfWflekiyrifirtiy^ 

MlLTOB. 



I^SMS. 11 

Thy voice — ^bo w that has charm'd me ! that endears 
Sweet ^< child of soug/^ to me a life which sorrow 
wears* 

To share each other^s joys — ^to live, indeed, 
In our own little world of hs^ppiness. 
With interchange of thought, as time may need. 
To bri^ten fancy — ^make our labours less. 
To give and to return the warm caress, 
To visit distant realms (not both unknown). 
To be each other's helpmates in distress, 
To laugh through mutual aid at fortune's frown-^ 
Thatwere a bliss, indeed, which few can call their 
own! 

My gilded vanities — but they are past,— ^ 

111 think of them no more — they drive me madl 

Hymen, I'll prize thy golden lamp at last. 

Thou, only thou, cans't make my bosom gUd ; 

Since late through constant grief my brow was sad I 
m 2 



12 POEMS. 

Tis not in grandeur-pampeiing saloon 
That real happiness is to be had. 
It is the mind, the mind that gives the boon ; 
This is exampled well by eveiy rustic loon* 

Nor splendid pourtraitnres, nor beds of stite. 
Nor the rich ceiling's gay magnificence ; 
Nor sumptuousness of feasts, nor massy plate. 
Nor all the vain adornmeots of expense ; 
Nor marble statues, though Canova's, whence 
Beauty an almost breathing charm puts forth; 
Norheads of bronze, that seem informed with sense, 
Can give to sorrowing hearts a moment's mirth, 
Or soften down the pangs of care-worn sons ctf 
earth! 

«* Swifter than arrow from the Tartar's bow," * 
Thought doth pervade the universe; we seem 
More thaa Ibis world can drcumseribe to know ; 

*8h«kspctre. 



POBMS. 13 

Yet 18 our life but one protracted dream ; 

For moraliziDg fools an endless theme. 

He, whom gaunt evil smites, whose days, tfaoi^h 

few^ 
In thought are numberless, he well may deem 
That under Heaven there is nought that^s new. 
His sole delight at length Ifair Nature's scenes to 

view* 

What is the pomp of art to him who loves 
On Chimborazo's height to breathe keen air?* 
Or with a Humboldt fortunately roves 
Through forests deep-— though all is savage there. 



* Thus on the shore of the South Hea, after the long rains of 
Winter, when the transparency of the air has suddenly en* 
creased, we see Chimboraao appear lilie a cloud at the horiion $ 
it detaches itself from the neighbouring snmmits, and towers 
oyer the whole chain of the Andes, like that majestic dome pro* 
daced by the genius of Mich^iel Angeio over thk antique monu- 
ncnti which surround the Capitol. 

UUMBOLDT*S RlSBARCIIM, Yol. L 



14 FOBMB. 

Yet Nature seems to him for ever fldr. 
As near the river's slow migestic coorse, 
Onfvards he roves, forgetfiil of past care. 
His soul mounts up unto that very sounce 
Whence aUexistence springs^with an UBusnat forte! 

£temRy — hovr wonderful it is ! 

A shoreless Ocean — nothing, every thing. 

To be for ever what I shall be ; this 

Far, for exceeds the mind's imagimng !* 

Though it would soar for ever oc the iving, 

To reach a Kepler's, Newton's height — lis vain. 

Yet some will dream of a perpetual spring : 

These dreams perchance Bsay please a vacant brain, 

JBui in our sober mood are quilted with disdaw I 



^ But* gracioos God, how well dost thou provide 
For erring judgments an nnerring guide ? 
Thy Throne is darkness in th* abyss of light, 
A blaze of glory that forbids the sight 

DaYPKM. 



16 

See CsBMr hMed by a Httte stalel 

Such is the wiU of Him who dcAh oomiMtid 

Empires to rise^ ^lecoy^ regenerate ; 

Who weigheth worids as fcaUs witbiA his hand : 

Whose wrath not HeU^s fierce legions may 

wUhiUadl 
Who is enthroned in light, Andent of Days ! 
The pare Intelligence^ whose iiviidoin flaiui'd 
This ufiivemal firame — His be the praise— 
Creatures of olay, to Him your load Ihailktfgiv^ 

lags raise! 

The mind that weU doth exercise its powers, 
Shall to the perfisct beaufty be aUied,** 
When from this grosser firame released, 41 lowofi 
Above the reach of earth-born care or pride : 
Yet must it be through ages purified, 



• Ttit first fair and pulchritade itself. 

bUCntau 



10 P0SII8. 

Ere it can live near God^B eternal throne ; 
Ere it can ba»k in glory's lum'nouB tide ; 
That tun of suns, unmingled and alone,* 
Whose everlasUng light on earth has never shone ! 

The God-head dwells with thoe, thou blessed one, 
Cowper, though some deride thy pious song. 
Too pure for them, the sun of genius shone 
On thy immortal mind, that scornM the thnmg 
Of busy triflers, as they moved along, 
JPretting themselves with brain-born dreams, 

that mar 
Man's proiylest hopes, to thy sweet verse belong 
Those soothing strains, that bid the violent jar 
Of passions cease,and still the bosom^sinwari war I 



* O luce ctenia, che sola io te Bidi. 

Damts 



FOEMS. 17 

Oh, could we seek, my Mary, those bright Isles 
Where 'tis a sensual pleasure even to breathe ; 
Where Nature in her classic livery smiles, 
And gives to Byron's muse a deathless wreath ; 
Where youth is life, age slumbers into death ; 
Where bowers to meditation dear abound ; 
Where glow the heavens above, the flowers 

beneath ; 
Where every nook is consecrated ground ; 
And songs of other times float in the air around ! 

Then might appear to us dear Liberty, 
But in a dream, (whole hosts befinre her driven)—* 
A sun*beam is her spear — she strikes, and see** 
Its touch consumeth like the burning levin — 
Or like a comet hurPd to earth from heaven ! 



* Chatterton has giyen this all-picrdng weapon to Power : 
Power wythe bis heafod straught onto the skyes, 
ilys spetre a sonne-beame, and hys sheelde a starre* 

CHORI78 TO OODDWTII* 



IB ponun. 

A fteree ditdani m flaflbmg from b^r ty6« 
Thos looked Apdlo, when asimdcfr riven^ 
The moiurter Berfent writhe in ageny ^ 
Then aMcofi¥«d»ed, at l^igtii exfirei with hideawn 
tryl 

She triumphs bow ; a hrafreato band attend 
Her steps ; while i£schy]us awakes ihe lyre ! 
Before her now the imghty mastics b^id. 
A slave's bo man, tints mrngi f^mt GMBike IShre.* 
His strains the whole triumphant choir inspire. 

glorious sigM I And k it aH a dream 1 
No-HDe» ColunMa has her souls of fire : 
'Hie da^VttijBg h^ of science there doth gleam ; 
There Poets must arise, since Libeity's the theme ! 

1 woo thee, Mary, with no love-sick lay. 

But daring hopes — a kin to thine, sweet maid, 
Heed not what wretched tale-l>eavers mightsay . 

* Homer* 



POBM8. 19 

JBe thou my friend, my soul is undismay'd. 
Ambition both our destinies has swayM* 
My fair confessor many ¥rere my crimes. 
As slander, envious of my bliss, has said. 
Yet here they are embodied in my rhymes,** 
My virtues may be known perchance in aftertimes. 

Together, dearest, vtb witl watch the star 
Of Science, beaming ever o^er our beads. 
Brighter^ and brighter still, in peace, in war. 
Its lights fresh supply of glory sheds. 
No sanguine mist of tyratnny it dreads ; 
While Playfairs, Davys, bless its heavenly ray^ 
And Chemistry's young gesnus Ceres weds ; 
Creation's wonders have a full display. 
And secrets yet unborn may soon be brought to 
day! 

* ** Miscellaneous Poems." 



A i8Tcani« 



'< And hither Morpheus lent his kindest dreams/* 



Can I forget to claim the Muses^ care, 
When trembling, I attempt to please the fair T ' 
When all that Dryden wrote, or Little sung, 
Glows in my soul, or modulates my tongue ? 
Gome Sappho's genius, heed an humbler bard, 
Who seeks not fame, whom Virgin smiles reward* 
Where far Atlantic rolls its tumid waves. 
Remote from regions, unexplorM by slaves; 
(Slaves to vile lucre or ambitious fools,) . 
There stands a goodly isle, where Venus rules. 10 
Here liberty by Nature nurs'd resides, 
His vagrant steps the tender Matron guides; 



To her alone, the God obedience owns, 
And laaghing^intflwhere prudish customsfirownB^ 
Whose bonds are broke, iho'fram'dwith subtlest art; 
Nor here, in cruel thraldrom chain the heart. 
Woods o*er its surface rise, in gloomy state, 
Here mortals stray, unconscious of their (ate* 
O^er these recesses bland seduction reigns, 
Fraught with intrigue, unfailing in her gains* 20 
With wond'rous sophistry, and cunning wiles^ 
She smooths her voice, diversifies her smiles. 
Now, Proteus-like, the form of friendship wears^ 
Now, patroness of innocence appears. 
While e'en her crimes with borrowed brightness 

shine, 
To lure the weak, und gild each base design* 
Here let me call the Virgin higUy blest, 
If wisdom^s^gis guards her hallowed breast: 
This will unmask Seduction^s artful face ; 
This^ soon dispel all counterfeited grace. 80 



22 fOCMA. 

WlMtthoughllie Syren ckanas the weiker thfeqg;^ 
Here fiuk her voice, unpleeaiog gfatet the Mai;! 
Thus reeson trimnpbft 'witb the force of trulh^ 
O^er glosing lies, that blast the Spring of yoath«' 
UnnuDiber'd spriteft her dread comnmnds attend ; 
Each foe to virtue, bat a seeming friend* 
Within these groves the gloomy spirits brood i 
O'er plans of mischief, hateful to the good. 
Then ripe (or ruin, ftushM with wild delight. 
Through various regions.wing their rapid flight«40 
Does sorrow waste a father's furrow'd cheeks, 
Whose broken voice a daughter's frailty speaks? 
ThmA triumph these, then throes of rapture swell 
Their breasts, the black receptacles of hell* 
Near .such retreats, by Cupid guarded, rise 
The golden walls of Turkish Paradise. 
Here pleasure lives, 'mid scenes of brighter bue^ 
Than Poet fancied, or than Painter drew. 
No clouds o'ercast the blue serene above ; 
Eternal sunshines warm the soul to love. 90 



Fresh is the air, pevfum'd wilh ¥«rkMMi flowers^ 
That deck the meadfi, or caaepy the hewera. 
Here vales and Woks of evergreen abound^ 
Earicb'd ^ith otiveS) or \9\ih myrtles crewa'd. 
While crystai streams that gush from founts uaseem 
HeavenV living mirrors softly steal between. 
Hereblack«eyed Houries, friends to Nature, stray^ 
And, sprung from heat, imbibe the solar ray. 
Their fairy forms unnumber'd charms reveal, 
No eumbrous robea their fiury forms conceal. 80 
Who can describe, in Fancy's colouring drest^ 
Their snowy limbs, where aH the graces rest ? 
Their eyes, that languid seem to float in Uias, 
Their lips, which Anchorites wouU bum to kiss T 
Outstretched on banks, they languish to endoro 
In silken nets the slaves of soft repose. 
These sons of Mahomet, whose vivid souls 
Despised restraint, now female force coutroula. 
But lo ! in marble panoply array'd^ 
High on a base the Prophet stands displayed. 70 



24* POB118. 

The grand impostor wields an iron rod ; 
Emblem of diastiMment, the scourge of God; 
To which (for wisest purposes designed) 
Was pow'r annexed to smite, or sway mankind ; 
Hii frown terrific, awe-commanding stare, 
Start from his (ace ; the soul is imag'd there. 
Around the shrine delighted spirits dance, 
Till, drunk with joy, they sink in sudden trance. 

Embosom'd deep in woods, the palace stands, 
Where Venus dwells amidst her wanton bands. 80 
The spacious hall, prepared with costly pride. 
By Vulcan, laboring for his charming bride, 
Claims admiration ; here the court is held, 
Where maidens crowd, by forceful love impeli'd. 
Here charms, in rich variety, appear. 
Though widely diverse, all to Venus dear. 
Enthron'd on high^ in blaze of beauty bright, 
The Goddess smiles ine&ble delightt 



1»0EMS. 25 

A diadem of stars adorns her head, 
Aroand her limbs a glittVing robe is spread. 
Her eyes flash forth intelligence divine, 90 

And all the godhead seems throughout to shine. 
Not thus she looked, when from the waveless sea 
She rose, her rising, Nature smiPd to see. 
Loosely enrob'd, yet brighter than the morn, 
On car of young Hyperion upborne ; 
Fresh as the rose, her limbs impearPd with spray, 
In floating shell the Queen of Rapture lay. 
Admiring Mermaids throng'd to grace her train ; 
The Syrens sung, and Nereids skimm'd the main. 
Not thus shelookM,whon wakingwild6urprise,l00 
Her naked beauties met the shepherd's eyes, 
On Ida's hill, where Pride with Wisdom strove 
To gain the dearest attribute of love. 
Above the Queen unnumber'd banners play, 
Which thousand Cupids tastefully display. 
Where glow memorials of her splendid reign, 
Emblems, descriptive of a lover's pain. 



26 POEBfS. 

The torches, blazing with elhereal fire, 
Illume the court with flames that ne'er expire. 
Some purely dear, no earthly mixtures cloy, 110 
While lust defiles the rest with base alloy. 
These feed, with fiery nutriment, the frames 
Of crowds whom love, or grosser lust, inflames. 
The Sylphs, kind guardians of the spotless fiur. 
Hover around, and quit their native air. 
The wicked Gnomes, who tempt the soul to sin. 
Here perfect works, which glowing swains beg^in. 
The Graces, knit in circling round, are seen 
Unzoned, yet fairest, next the Cyprian Queen. 
Here thrones are set, rewards befitting worth, 120 
Where shine the advocates of love on earth. 
Those whose soft strains the tender passions mov'd 
Those who^by death, their firm attachments proved. 
All crown'd with garlands, beauteous to behold. 
Fresh in immortal bloom, inwreathed with gold. 
Such is the court, where Venus rules supreme. 
Which fanqy loves, but truth proclaims a Dream* 



AVt 

lEpiHtit from fSLtioni» to e^Uot** 

** Dicere qa« puduit icribere Juisit amor.** Otid* 

Poor are those souls that feel not passion's flame ; 
£!jrroneous those^ who say ^^ Love's but a name V 
No ; 'tis a spirit that triumphant reigns 
O'er all the frame, and swells the inmost veins ; 
Discards all reason, all restraint denies ; 
Blunts the quick senses, dims the sparkling eyes. 
Now raised by hope, now sunk by dark despair, 
Extreme emotions feed perpetual care. 

* This Poem it a latire upon scdactlon, by Bbewing the ar* 
tifices of it. The argameats are not Uiose of the Author | bat 
of Adonis. They are weak, bnt specious and decorative j the 
language of poetry is not airways 4he langonge ef reason* 
C 2 



28 i>oeSis. 

Shall cold diBdain then ulcerate the fimart, 
And gall the wound that rankles in the heart ? 
Hence rending thought ; no such misfortunes wait 
My youthful years: shall doubt vain fears create? 
No cold disdain appears in CUoe's face, 
Where Venus dwells 'midst each attendant Grace ; 
Where bright'ning smiles and uncontracted brows^ 
The native sweetness of her mind disclose. 
Fair laugh'd the mom, and all on earth was bright, 
When first those eyes imbibed the dawn of light; 
Irradiant sunshine gathered round your head, 
And guardian Cupids watched your infant bed. 
Stoics may censure, Prudes may disapprove, 
You own the pleasures of licentious love. 
No vulgar ties ; no chill restraint controul 
The fond effusions of your glowing soul. 
The Passions, bom by love's impetuous tide, 
Shall Reason, weak directress, dare to guide ? 
Shall art's imbecile barriers check their course. 
Or frigid Prudence counteract their force ? 



No ! Nature plac'd the passions in man's breast 
To guide his actions — ^not to be supprest. 
Then let us riot in voluptuous bliss^ 
The warm embrace^ the soul-inspiring kiss. 
The mirthful bowl, with wit's luxuriance crowned. 
The lovely maid, who spreads her smiles around^ 
All, all unite our early j^ears to please; 
Shall we alone, then, fly such scenes as these ? 
Yet death, alas ! whom no intreaties stay, 
Whom young and old, alike compelled, obey. 
With noxious bUght the bud of life destroys, 
Ere it expands and blossoms into joys. 
Then all the scenes imagination drew. 
All pictured raptures vanish from the view : 
The wearied sight no gilded prospect cheers. 
While nought but endlessness of woe appears. 
Then let us seize the moments, ere they fly ; 
Who knows how soon, perchance, we both may die !. 
Then let us feel the joys of keen delight, 
The vivid pleasures of a blissful night. 
c3 



90 Poms. 

Oft in the night, ^rhen even nlence dcept, ^ 

My restleai soul its painTul vigil keeps : 

Then^ mad with love^ I view your glowing diannsy 

And strive to clasp a vision in my aims. 

Bat soon, Idas ! the lovely phantom's flown, 

I torn around, the dear ddusion's gone. 

Gone, like the dew before the rising sun, 

Or, the light vow by which the maid's undone. 

Shall those bright eyes, where melting softness 

reigns. 
Torment my soul with unavailing pains ? 
Those swelling breasts, but balf-conoeal'd from 

view, . 
Those pouting lips of rich vermilion hue. 
Are these ordain'd to wake but vain desires, 
And waste the frame with ineffectual fires ? 
Lost to the worid, or be at once forgot. 
Some foolish husband's undeserved lot ? 
No ! love disowns such beauty misapplied ; 
Such lib'ral charms with selfish mind allied. 



P0VU8. 81. 

L^ve makes the maid obey his i^vise command, 
Dispense her fevours with all-bounteous hand, 
Prompts her to follow Nature's sacred call, 
And be adored, enjoyed, and loved by all. 



^n iStlot, 



Me dulces domioae Musa Lycimnitt 
Cantas, rae voluitdicere Incidiim 
Fulgentes ornlo8» et bene tnutnis, 

Fidmn pectus amoribos. Ho. Od. XII> Lib* I. 



Though sweet are the favours from Princes that 

flow; 
Yet sweeter the pleasures that love can hestow ! 
What are thrones^ what are kingdoms^ compar'd 

to a kiss ? 
I would sacrifice all for such exquisite bliss. 
Let others vain pomp and magnificence prize, 
Shall these be compared to a glance from those eyes? 
O ! let me recline, dear, entranced in those arms^ 
And the world in your presence shall lose all its 

charms. 



Where's the wonder, dull souls ! when o'ereome 

by desire. 
For a moment I sink on that breast, and expire ? 
When awakened, still closer I press thee, my dear, 
Triumphant Fll murmur <^ Oh I Heaven is here l'^ 



Qnam Jtivat immites ventos audire cobanlem, 
£t domioam tenero continnisse una.— Tibullvi, 



How pleasant ^tis to hear the tempest roar, 
And clasp the maid still closer to my breast ; 

The winds may whistle, and the rain may pour^ 
Contrasted comfort makes me doubly blest. 

The scenes of woe may flit across the mind. 
Like dreams of death that fly th^ approach of morn ; 

In pleasures firm realities 1 find 
A full equivalent for worldly scorn. 



84 POSMS. 

What do I care 1 though pedants roughly frowa^ 
Tbou^ canting methodists proscribe my sin ; 

If Chloe's smiles my glowing wishes crown. 
Fruition's feeling reigns a God within. 



ON TRB 

Bta^ of Eorlf ®ollin8(DOotr« 



Another Hero claims the cypress ^vreath ; 
Another Nelson seeks his kindred skies : 

Worn by disease, resigns his hallowed breathy 
And in his country's cause exhausted dies. 

No more shall CoUingwood) Trith ardent leal^ 
Hurl sure destruction on his country's foes ; 

Squander his precious life for Britain's weal, 
Despise all comfort and disdain repose. 

His soul, superior to all narrow views ; 
No mean self-lore, no cold precaution swayM ; 

Shall Britons then, for whom he died, refuse 
A grateful tribute to his honor'd shade ? 



S6 roEMB. 

By Ugh emprize, and love of fame inspired, 
He shared the glories of Trafalgar's day, 

When Nelson 'midst triumphant shouts expir'd, 
His brother Hero, closed the dreadful fray. 

Now let him lie near Nelson's sacred tomb, 
There share his honors and partake his fame ; 

May fresh'ning laurels o'er his ashes bloom. 
And well-earned praise immortalize his name* 



*Ti« Nature calls, and Natnre will be heard ! 

Masov. 



No more of your musty dull rules, 
No more of your logical art, 

To prove that all lovers are fools, 
And to banish all love from the heart 

Let moralists constantly blame 
Those emotions that swell in the breast, 

Let them all affections disclaim, 
In whose souls no affection can rest. 

But Nature, and Nature alone. 
Who rules by all laws uncenfin'd. 

Shall erect in my bosom her throne. 
And reign o'er my volatile aiind. 



ft iFragimnn 



The generous warrior, with a thoughtfal eye^ 
Viewing his eaptive^ heaves the pensive sigh. 
<^ Thus/' he exdaims^ ^^ has fickle fortune ^grac'd 
My name with honors soon to be efiac'd^ 
When some proud victor dares ambition's height^ 
My star of glory sheds diminished light ; 
But virtue will remain^ as years may roll^ 
The never-&ding sunshine of the soul/' 
Why droop Philosophers to hear the name 
Of him, whose deeds emblase the rolls of fame ? 
Can weakness sicken those, whom virtue cheers 
With health of mind inereasing yet with years ? 
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No ! from aaother cause their sorrows floW| 
From Wisdom, sensible of human woe. 
To see, where happy ignorance is blind, 
The deadly griefe, that overwhelm mankind ; 
To feel for others with a social soul, 
To weep at reason^s impotent controul, 
When passions lord it, with triumphant sway. 
O'er senseless Potentates, whom slaves obey ; 
This is the envied happiness of thought. 
Nurtured with care, by science dearly bought, 
Let vain historians praise successful guilt. 
Then coldly calculate the blood it spilt; 
Dwell with delight on Caesar^s mighty deeds, ' 
Then rail at treason, when the tyrant bleeds. 
My vulgar mind, unblest by martial pride, 
With pain pursued his sanguinary tide ; 
But when, at length, death stemm'd his rutldess 

course, 
I haiFd the dagger's patriotic force. 



/ 



40 IH>SM0^ 

Still shall the hero perish unrenomi'd^ 
Unwept in deaths nor e'en with honours crown'd? 
ffliall Nelson* lie forgotten in the grave. 
Who stretched the arm to conquer, yet to save ? 
No ! laurels thicken p'er the patriot^s tomb ; 
His honours flourish in unfading bloom : 
On acts like his, e'en rugged virtue smiles, 
When freedom's keenness baffles ruffian wiles. 



* Since the above lines were written* another disdngnished 
liero lias been railed np by Proyidence to be the gaardlan 
geniof of his country; It is unnecessary to mention the gallant 
Wellington. May he Htc to enjoy in peace, those laurels which 
he has so nobly earned in wan May he Mcape the fate of bis 
illfutrioas rival in glory* 



VERSES 

Witittm tqion leabins ^actofa Sbt^wU 



' O dnlces comitom yalete cotus, 
Longe qaos simnl a domo profectos 
Diyene varise vi» reporttat. 

Catullus. 



As evening shades^ in summer^ calm the light^ 
ThuB thoughts of future^ temper wild delight. 
Through hope's delusive glass bright scenes we 

view, 
By many fancied-^realized to few. . . 

All are pre-dbom'd to taste the cup of woe, 
To war with griefs which here^they never know. 
In youth's gay spring, the soul, devoid of care. 
Forebodes no cloud — life seems in prospect fair. 
Soon withers on the cheek the rose of health ; 
Soon is consumed anticipated wealth. 
When sickness, wastes the frame^ disgrace^ the 

heart 
Untimely death alone can ease impart* 



42 POBMS. 

How relative is happiness I — e'en now, 
Wh^ with junnsnal warmtii, my 9fitiiB ^ow j : 
Some fondly dream o'er -days of boyhood past, 
And fidn would wish liiem, if renewed, to last : 
Till memory wakes in age a transient joy, 
The world's worn pilgrim seems again a boy. 
Ye dear oompanions of my early years, 
O ! may these prove but visionary foajcs ! 
Yet, should the world, with meretricious wiles, 
Contract the heart, deform fair friendship's smiles : 
Should lawless pasrions-fir^ten reason tlown^ 
Then seat themselves alternate on her throne ; 
Yfhen eadi mi^t lord it with unruly power, 
The petty tyrant of the |iassiog hour. 
Say, which were best, Orbilius* toobey^ 
Or thus to wild affections fidl a prey ! 



* Orbilios is the name of Uie schooUmaBtcr of Horace. Here 
I>oetic license makes it BynooymoDB with that of.MOisr schooK 
master. 



To cheer reflection, science shines a&r, 

Her will I fi>Uow as my pdar star* 

She M^ill conduct me to the blest .retreats. 

Of classic taste — the Muse's sacred.8eats» 

Still shall this hill, y^ith Wisdom's nurslings blestp 

^ake many ^ fond remembrance in my breast* 

Here, oft, with unavailing ^eal, I sought, 

To body forth in v^rse the fleeting thoughtp 

That duurm'd the fimcy, wluleit mock'd the mindf 

Then fled — ^too volatile to be confln'd. 

Here tibiroVd my anxious breast 'twixt hope and 

fear, 
As peal'd the wamiog bell uponnsy ear^ 
Here, beckon'd on by Freedom's lawless smil^f 
I wander'd forth to pass the well-known mile. 
Some chiding ^< voice in every breeze^^ I heard; 
Now onwards ran — ^now trembling, scarcely stirred* 
Here Superstition rais'd no local dread, 
With careless step I rov'd among the dead ; 
D 2 
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Laugh'd at the quaint memorials of our doom, 
That, carv'd on wood, adorn'd the rustic's tomb. 
Here have I tasted innocent delight, 
No conscious guilt disturbed my rest at night. 
May no sad contrast to these happy times 
Add weight to woe, or aggravate my crimes. 
Scenes of my youth, farewell ! nor thou refuse 
This tributary effort of my muse. 
Thou, whom no more 'tis flattery to commend. 
My guide— -excuse a fonder term — ^my friend. 
Still prune with care the student's vagrant lays, 
Sweeten the toil of early worth with praise : 
Bid Genius kindle at a poet's name, 
And young Ambition emulate thy feme. 



TO 

JH 9. — -, on fier S^ittM^as* 



Bnt the long pomp ; the midnight masqaerade, 
With all the freaks of wanton wealth array'd. 
In these, ere trlflers half their wish obtain. 
The toiling pleuore sickens into pain. 

OoLDSMiTH*s Deserted Village. 



How swiftly pass our early years away. 
Youth seems the short liv'd phantom of a day** 
Childhood is gone, that fairy scene is o'er ; 
The sports of infancy now please no more. 
On past delights remembrance loves to dwell; 
While sighs break forth to calm the bosom's swell. 



* Festinat enim decnrrere yelox, 
Floscnias angustss miserssqne breyissima yitss 
Portio : dam bibimaS| dam serta, nngnenta, paellas, 
PoscimoBi obrepit non intellecta scnectns. Jnv. Sat. ix. 

D 3 
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You smile^ perchance, at such a mournful strain ; 
*^ Mine are the joys of life, why thus complain V^ 
Though Fashion beckons from the splendid hall ; 
Though IMeasore seems to triumph at the baU: 
Think not that real happiness is there ; 
Nor tniBl, my Mary, wealth's imposing glare. 
Of all the motley crew who crowd the town, 
How few there are wha can exist alone. 
Some fly to gaieties to banish grief ; 
Can flippant converse give the heart relief? 
Some to conceal their narrow range of thought. 
These look intelligence ; yet talk of nought. 
No airy visions o'er their fancy sweep ; 
Their souls are chained in one perpetual sleep* 
These men are solemn mountebanks at best. 
Outcasts of Nature, though by Fortune blest. 
Compared with him whose bosom Genius fires, 
Whom Science brightens, or the Muse inspires. 
Youth's fresh'ning aspect. Beauty's faultless form, 
Shrink from the searching blast of Sorrow's storm : 



FOBM0* 47 

But iDtellect, that Deity rnthin. 
Will Bctlen grief^ nay more, may conquer sin. 
It gathers strength through each successive year, 
More amiable in agcf its eharmci appear ; 
While Pleasure's surfeit palls upon the heart. 
And Fashion's fidr illusions soon depart. 



€!bt Vinion* 



I'f plaogendo i mici passati tempi. 

Pet. Sod. lzzxti. 



When comfortless sorrow diseases the soul, 
As the death-watch is heard in the noon of the night; 
When no longer inflam'd by the mirth of the bowl; 
I slumber in sadness, or wake in affright. 
Shame^anguish^despair^storm my bosom within; 
What spectre still haunts me ? the daemon is sin. 
How haggard his visage, how fearful his brow, 
How withered his aspect of gaiety now. 
Lo ! the moon sheds her tremulous beams through 

the room. 
Till visible darkness attempers the gloom. 



POEMS. 49 

y 

Now I see that the spectre a mirror displays^ 
L Where pass in succession my earlier days. 
O those of my boyhood, I ne'er can forget^ 
Unclouded by sorrows, untainted as yet, 
They rapidly fly ; too beauteous, to last — 
Compared with the present, how happy the past. 
Next others succeed, of ambiguous hue, 
False pleasures I follow, — I fancy them true ; 
Th' illusion continues deceitfully vain, 
Till reflection converts even pleasure to pain. 
The languor of sickness, the pangs of remorse, 
Overspread my wan cheeks, weaken reason^s full 

force. 
Decayed is my memory, cim^c%en,ce alone 
Revives the remembrance of days that are gone* 
The charms that illude me, at length disappear, 
Still, still must I follow the same mad career ? 
No ! convinced of my sins, I regard them with dread, 
-^ There U hope to the sinner, the spectre has fled. 



Words may deceive, though bland they Ho^ 
They oft' conceal the secret foe. 
Hypocrisy, with matchless skill, 
Assumes the form of love at will. 
How lovers weep, when parting's nigh, 
The mournful look, the swelling sigh, 
Express within a weight of grief, 
Tat bursting tears bestow relief. 
Thus nature acts upon the soul; 
And what can nature's force conxtroul? 
Tet such IS woman's fidthless heart, 
fiBie well can act a borrowed part — * 



For eien to Tice 



They are not constant^ but are chaoging stiH, 

One vice, bat of a mlniite old| for one 

Kot half so old at tbat. Shaxbspiabk. 
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Seem Sx^d to--day in speechless sorrow^ 
Then smile in carelessness to-morrow. 
The wretched swaio, betray'd, despis'd^ 
TurDS with disgust from charms he priz'd: 
Curses with pain the fruitless hours^ 
He wasted in fair falsehood's bowers. 
His generous feelings thrown away ; 
His mind that beamed with fancy's ray, 
A woman's sport, the jest of fools, 
Cold heartless slaves^ whom prudence rutes^ 



Wbt iTjjins ILober to W ^iatxm^ 



O do not live, till age impairs 

The beauties of that face ; 
Till sickness, sorrows, or till cares^ 

God^s loveliest work deface. 

Yet live, but wherefore ? o'er my tomb 

To droop, to wail, to rave ; 
No I since we lov'd in youth's gay bloom, 

We'll share the early grave. 

To die together, dear, were sweet. 
What day-dreams charm my view ! 

In some bright planet we may meet. 
We must-— our faith is true. 
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Our youth shall never there decay; 

Our bosoms never bleed 4 
Our life shall be eternal day j 

Our passion, love indeed. 

Our souls shall there be all diyinoi 
Unshaded e'en by sin. ' 

Celestial scenes without will shine, 
A paradise within.* 



• A Pandiie wiUiin thee^ happier far. 

Milton I b. xil. 1. 58T; 



TBRMJS 

&n tfit Btai^ of aSftnttal dFit^patricfit 

[Insert^ is the Morning Chronicle.] 



Shall Genius sleep neglected .in the tomb, 
Unsung by those -who saw its beauties bloom 1 
Blest, as thou wert, Fitzpat rick with a mind 
By eloquence sublim'd, by wit refin'd : 
With.all the ^fts that science could impart ; 
With all the social virtues of the heart; 
Colloquial elegance to charm the fair, 
The table's boast, though Sheridan was there ; 
Well might we mourn for ever, ever, gone 
Such splendid qualities combin'd in one. 
Yet free from all the foppery of praise 
Thy Muse was veil'd,while Fame adorn'd thy layi 
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Still are the multitude's applauses low, 
Compared with those which learning's sons bestow* 
If Fox, whose very name in^dies ihe friend 
Of worth, of genius, would thy works commend} 
If he,* companion of an honoured few. 
Souls of an higher class, to friendrfiip true, 
Smii'd on thy efforts, in those glorious nights, 
When fancy soarM above her usual flights ; 
Or when Philosophy displayed her charms. 
To lure the Patriot from her Sister's arms. 
His kind approval was thy best reward, 
It warm'd the man, inspirited the Bard. 



• QDliipbia«ftTiilfo«tKeDaiiii6er«UrciB6rMit 
Yirtof Scipiad« etmitif vapientia L»lt. 

HoR. Sa*. 



( 



jirmt» tmcmi^ to iiotir 9i$ston, 

4fter his PuMicatiem nf 

" CHILDE HAROLD.^' 



A new Roflcommon rises to our sight ; 
Nature revives, and error wings her flight ; 
While Critics, blasted by the voice of truth, 
Smart for malignant censures cast on youth ; 
While rich description lives in glowing strains, 
Upheld by Fame, great Byron^s genius reigns. 
O early wise ! with native talents blest. 
Champion in senates of the poor distrest.* 
High though in rank, with nobler honours shine, 
The son of Science, favour^ by the Nine. 



* AUadiBg to his Lordtliip*8 maiden speech. 



li 



^E^ BfMVttV dMt9^ 



And friendftbip» which a faint affeetion breeds, 
IVithoiit regatd of |^»d4i dtet I&elU-stttnadcd Midi. 

H^mi9UM.'$ Fairy Qoeca. 

Ut matrona merttrici diffpAT ^rit, atfsc 
Discolor^ infido scnrrae dittabit amicns* 

HoluT.Eplitt 



Mild \i^ilie uf) aerene Uui nighty 
The moon beam'd ferih hor traoqutt Uglit ; 
No stormy Dsemoa rout'd the Mait^ 
As o'er the hills ia baste I past ; 
To chill my frame or eiamp iky speedy 
But oh! my heart was cold indeed* 
The look of so^n, the shAmeless stare. 
Had curdled e^eii the life-'Uood there* 
For friends hid strangely gax'd on me| 
I marred, perchiiace, their social (^ee. 
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Yet once they bade my spirits glow — 
My crime was then — ^the same as now. 
Too quickly summer's beauty dies, 
The morales plaic — ^^ In time be wise." 
The winter's rage prepared to brave. 
No shock we feel, though tempests rave. 
But friendship, I too fondly thought. 
Would last for ever, if unbought: — 
Life's constant sunshine ; to the breast 
An Eden, nay, an Heaven of rest ; 
Where, when the world's vexations tire, 
It might to sooth its pangs retire. 
I was deceived — ^the bitter truth, 
Proveiif, confidence is nought in youth. 
Such change, alas! was not foreseen. 
Yet oft before, such change has been. 
And many have been duped by others. 
Who seem'd to them as kind as brothers* 
How the bright arch that spans the sky. 
In childhood caught my eager eye. 
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I thought — (what 'Will not fancy raise 
To please us in our earlier dayg 1) 
I thought it some celestial bow^ 
Let down, I knew not why, bebw. 
The beauteous curve appear'd to stand 
SubstantiiJl on yon rising land. 
How rich its hues — each hue alone 
Betray 'd a link of precious stone. 
The glorious prize within my view^ 
One luckless day I must pursue. 
From hill to hill it quickly fled, 
Through bush and brake my steps it led* 
Then — as it mocked my further stay, 
It fidnter gleamM — it died away. 
Home I returned, asham'd, yet smiled. 
In seeming scorn, at chase so wild. 
Thus 'tis with friendship, many claim 
A portion of her haUow'd flame ; 
Yet friendship scarce exists on earth, 
Few seek, still fewer find, her worth. 
a2 
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The maid, tmseen, we love to diase 
Some airy vision in her {dace. 
But soon, we mourn the shadow lost, 
Youth will despair when hopes are crost. 
Then bitterly we me the time, 
When confidence appeared no crime* 
Will wisdom sooth ns ? His too late, 
Love was abus\l— 4hett welcome hate. 



€o lEtmiuu 



Ml pecctr h tt dolee 

£*>««i p^cAT fi B«ccimip» o troppo 

Imperfetta natdra 

Che ir«piigai alia le^gc I 

O tro|»p# dura J^gfe^ 

Che la natnra offeDdi ! 

It Pasvoa rtno tft OvAfttMk 



The mild oonfissakm of Iter love I drew^ 

From eyos tint beun'd tiie. langdlslHiieiil af blut. 

Above her tmrwd luxurionl xam her hflirt 

Im duiteriBg lodu diipoaed with laBtofo] care ; 

Or floated round her neck, to shade firom sights 

The bosom) dassliiig with Hsglob^ of light. 

Exact proportioBH'''elegattee of mien^ 

The smOeflr, whic^ poets give to beMty'* ^ueen* 

The look of mildness, or the vivid glance. 

To wake the q^ilAj or the soul eniraace ; 
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These to my heart, their every charm convey'd — 
^ Yes, thou art mine, those charms shall never fade. 
Each new-fiom grace I^ nourish in my breast, 
There, there at least, shall thy perfections rest. 
Who told thee, fairest, that I could deceive ? 
t ne'er did — will not vainly vow — believe. 
Art thou a vision ! bear me to the sky, 
Or be my guardian angel when I die. 
Illusive folly, this ! thou art no shade, 
O be my love, then, fidthfully repaid. 
If sins are pardon\l^-*4re may mercy daim, 
1%en scorii, my Emma, scorn malignant &me. 
Imparadised* on earth within those arms, 
£fe/r« fears are vain, scarce heavenitself has charmft 
Mine is no dotard's tremulous desire, 
But passioD, sudi as death alone can tire, 
Fine feelings tend to irritate distress. 
Love will destroy us when it cannot bless. 

* Impanidised in one anotber*! annti— ■■Mn/roii 
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Then idf-consamed fhe soul vnU waste away. 
Brooding o'er vanished hopes, to grief a prey. 
The Uighted flower of youth forestalls its doom, 
While reptiles revel on its cankered bloom. 
Come, then, my wishes spurn, disown controul. 
Embrace me, love me, satisfy my soul.'' 



■r 



VJERSEff 



Vi conosco amate stelle; 
A quel palpiti cl'unore. 
Che STegliate nel mio sen* 

Metastaiioi Zenoliia. 



That look again! ^tis like the softer ray 
Of ev e^ in climes more lovely than our own ; 
That woos the lonely wanderer to stray 
'Mid' scenes, which ne'er night's deepjer shades 

imhrown ; 
So mild — all other thoughts are hush'd away, 
Save those, which rise from rapture's gaze alone: 
Thine is this quiet radiance that beguiles 
The sense of pain, that dazzles not, but smiles. 
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To gase on thee, is ever new delighl, 
/ Much more, than converse -with another fair. 
Though other eyes indeed may shine as bright, 
Yet thine are mildest &r beyond compare. 
Love there disarm'd, appears no cruel sprite, 
But gentler attributes befit him there. 
That give a tempered pli^asure to the breast, 
A gentleness of mirth, a feeling inexprest. 






*» 



1 



Co fbt ibBOttt* 



Sembni tiel mondo 
Iltoobelvisd 
Uoparadiso 
D*Ofiii placer. 

QUARIKI. 



Thy gentle manners wean the soul 

From -weariness or care« 
Where'er those eyes of beauty roU^ 

No wretchedness is there* 

Thy soothing mildness charms the heart; 

And stills its wildest throes. 
Thy smiles a quietude impart^ 

To lull life's weightiest woes. 



poxsffs. 07 

They give to life another chann ; 

Lady^ thou well canst guess* 
They waken love^ unstain^ by harm. 

Like heavens pure light they bless. 

The lily hue of love refinM, 

Expression's mildest grace. 
The female purity of mind^ 

Are pictured on that fece. 



i i 



^ 




^ £4 st« 

The noblenets of life it to do thai. 

SflAXltPSAKK., 

If man has ever known delight, 
If pleasure e'er on earth has smtFd ; 

Twas then ^hen after mirthAif night 
Louisa's charms the day beguiPd. 

Voluptuous maid ! thy warm embrace 
Soften'd to languishn^ent my soul. 

Then flnsh'd love's hectic o'er my face. 
Then throb'd'my heart beyond controul. 

It seem'd as if in &iry land 

I lay ; in one sole feeling blest : 
Diffus'd at ease, by beauty's hand 

Bound, yet by beauty's self carest. 
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There is a sense I cannot name. 

By love on very few bestow^ : 
It lives along thy- pantipg frame: 

I felt it, and my bosom glow'd, 

Twas' sweet indeed, it freshened o^er, 
Yet calm'd a breast by passion teas'd ; 

Its sweetness cIoyM not, but the more 
I tasted it, the more it pleased. 

Involved within the links of love 
Around thy limbs I gently (mrFd^ 

Has heaven itself suidi bliss above 1 
There ia no greater in this world 1 

Come steep in sweet forgetfulness 
Those paasioas, that inflame my brains* 

Love's soothing balm^ thy dear caress 
Will lull to quietude n^y 



{To ft Sa9st 

On her presenting the^ Author with a pair qf 
Gariers which she had worn. 



La belie Agnes ; 

De cette aminre en secret habill^e 

Par Jean Chendos fat bientAt d^ponill^e. 

VoLTAiRBy La Pacelle d'Orl^anSt 



Yes ; as I view those pledgeis, teems 
My breast With frequent throes, 

That pr(miise happiness in dreama 
When vivid fancy glows. 

Whene'er I grasp each glittering price^ 
The thoughts of pleasure past, 

Working vnthin my soul, arise ; 
Too exquisite to last. 
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Fd treasure up a gem, my feir, 
That had adorn'd thy breast, 

I'd ralue high one lock of, hair 
Those fingers had carest. 

But to possess those gifts of thine 
That touched thy secret charms; 

Were better fitr than e'en to shine 
A <^ Garter King at Arms." 



ON TffB 

Beatli of <!rtneral IUmw^ 



O! wliyhai worth m ibort t date 
VUltTiUiifif ripen gray wUb Him; 
Mntt tkooy the noble, f cii*roiii^ fr^^tf 
Fall in bold manhoods hardy prime? 



BOBM. 



By heartleaa witUngs vera'd, by all forgot, 
Save by his brother nvarriora, they can feel 
For him who lov'd them ; 'tis the hero's lot. 
Brave Ross has perish'd : victim to his zeal, 
That would uphold, what seems the public weal, 
He fell to rise no more: and others bled— - 
While pageantries amuse the bloated sot ; 
And senseless courtiers prate of honour's bed, 
Then smiling seek the couch dishonour stains 
instead. 
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\ The iRdse men sicken at protracted war ; 
^Ihe brave man fells, for Ross was brave indeed, 
In useless contest that portends afar 
Eternal strife } since many yet must bleed, 
Eire the devouring tide of death recede. 
Shall noble souls be frittered thus away 
To sanctify the statesman's cruel creed? 
Scarce had his virtues reached their summer's day, 
Thegallantchieftaindte/S, to lurking knaves aprey* 



^ sttmt from iKIemorfi* 



Sweet the coming on 
Of grateful eveniug mild. 

MiLTOir* 



Calm O'er the lake the fairy boat glided. 
So gently, its keel scarce the waters divided: 
The evening was lovely ; the woods were reflected 
So deep in the stream, that one almost suspected 
A world from below to charm the deserted, 
Had shewn, how deceitful, it^ beauties inverted. 
'Twas silence — ^but no I the cascade loud roaring, 
Though distant, was heard down its precipice 

pouring. 
The sound seemed such music as nature intended 
T' accord with the feeliogs of man unbefiiended. 



POEMS. 7S 

The sun's deepeiiM colouring had not departed. 
But cheer'd -with its splendour awhile the sad- 
hearted. 
Hope then was aroused: to the grave when declining 
O'er the wretch may contentment's mild brightness 
be shining. 



en Witnmotfb <^aMlf. 



Majestic^ Ihooghin niins. 

MlLTlHf. 



Mouldering away in desolated pride 
Thy glory past; thy majesty remains. 
Though time has torn thy pillared porches wide 
Where echo sleeps ; and horrid silence reigns. 
Thus (mwards all things to destruction glide^ 
Whatever pageantries this world contains — 
Decaying not overthrown ! thou still art seen 
A monumental wreck, of what thou erst hast been. 

Still let me contemplate thy wasting walls, 
Thy topless columns whence the owlet screams. 
Those grass-if^ om mounds were once baronial halls 
Whose pristine worth surpasseth fancy's dreams. 
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There chivalry presided o'er the balls. 
The sua of beauty there ahed forth its beams. 
Now all is loneliness — reflection, say : 
How long the works of man outlive man's little 
day! 



f3 



VERSES 



tVbaty shall they leek the lion in his deii» 

And fright liim there^ and make him tremble there ? 

Shakkspbarb. 



Ere yet the battle rages, hear 
The « stai small voice" of truth ; 

Ah no ! the iTi^r-cry fills the ear. 
The heart has banished ruth. 

Ait is now from hell evoked, 

The dragons to her car are yoked. 

Princes bewrae I not your's the right 

To force a people^s will ; 
Do ye not fear the rebel's might f 

He is a Monarch still ! 
What if ye fail ! insulted pride 
Rolls back on you the battle's tide. 
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Then Death refreeh'd shall re-appear, 

Still eager for his prey ; 
Smiting i;?hole nations with his spear^ 

Where vengeance leads the way. 
Now Peace re-seeks her place of birth. 
Lost to the wayward sons of earth* 

But shall the^yrant thus restored 

To greatness, live secure 1 
Shall Monarchs fear his robber horde, 

His fellowship endure 1 
His glory never shall outshine 
The splendour of a <^. right divine ;" 

Amen! may freedom rear her head, 

Amidst the savage strife ; 
Should she prevail, though thousands bleed ; 

Well were the waste of life. 
But Kings can ne'er uphold her cause. 
They mouth her name to gain applause. 



/ 
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Thy ipirii Sidney may revive 
In Congtant's palriot brea«t; 

Wh^re liberty again may ttuiv^ 
That land is npt Unblest. 

Woe to the bigots who would shame 

By their misdeeds a Nation's feme. 

Bourbon thy day of rule is past, 
Thou ne'er again canst rise. 

What though Napoleon fell at last, 
The crown is not thy prize ; 

France though diidioliour'd, yet retains 

The mind that spunur at foreiga chains. 



\ 



<9S^t Itf ng of iKmia# 

Honour but weakens high emprize, 
It never guides the truly wise : 
Offit had leam'd this regal lore, 
By history tau^t to many more. 
Whatever he willed, that must be right, 
Were it an act of cruel might. 
Success had sanctifled his schemes, 
All scruples were but dotard^s dreams. 
Yet was his heart untroubled free 
From conscience-rousing agony ? 
No I for those pangs he ne'er would own, 
Oft started through his deepened frown. 
The thoughts of death were painful, yet 
His mind on savage deeds was set. 
He lov'd the fight, his fearless hand. 
Wielded with ease the deadly brand ; 
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But more he lov'd to gain his end, 

By arts to Ti^hich e'en Kings descend, 

Outwitting those "who ne'er believed, 

That man his brother man deceived • 

Fools I not to know, a Monarch's faith 

Is ne'er restrain'd by what he saith. 

And Offii's brow was worn with thought, 

His were the fruits of wars well fought ; 

His too, the counsel — ^well he saw 

That sov'reignty itself is law. 

His schemes were fram'd with practis'd skill, 

No sturdy faction crost Us will. 

Invincible miscall'd, a slave 

To passions such as taint the brave. 

He had upheld fiur Mercia's fame. 

He had o'erwhelmed his foes with shame; 

Grim-visag'd war on him had smil'd, 

Him fortune never had beguil'd. 

Brave spirit I though the foe were near, 

Thy very name had banish'd fear. 



YERSES 

TO 

Jiflififi i^oote^ of QMatXit OKattten ^eatr e^ 

" Leggiadria liigiilare « pellegrina.*' 

PsTRABCBy Sonetto S6. 

The Man whom feeling ever mov^d 

Must own thy gracefalness of mien, 
By few unsought, by all approved, 

What art ihon but the Garden Queen ? 
Her fabled gaieties are thine ; 

Her ringlets doneing in the wind ; 
Whatever Poets call divine 

In Flora, is in thee combined. 
The Perdita whom Shakespeare's skill 

In sweet simplicity arrayed, 
In thee may find her image still. 

Nature's own gentle^ artless, maid. 



r 



^0 fbt S^antf 

Onher Peifarmmue qf Statira m tki Thfgeiy^ 
ALSXANOSR THB GRBAT. 



It she not nore than mortals e*er can wish, 
Dianna*! tool caat in the flefb «f \ewui 

LEB*a Alexaiider«*^Act lY. 



Had his Statiratby fair charms possest, 

How few young Ammon^s faithlessness* wonld 
blame^ 
By such a Queen adouredi soughl^ carest^ 

He had despised the blandishments of (am^ 
And sunk the victor^s in the lover's name. 

Fairest I accept the wishes of a friend^ 
May never calumny thy worth defame ; 

May white-robed innocence Hxy steps attend ; 
May happiness be thine^ till lifers last scene shall 
end. 

* Hif desertion of Roxaaa. 



VBRSBS 

irriM«M«MfcV 

« KkantifUl mH 

Shaketpetrel thy inmgtd besvty is Mrpot 
By Nature, atriving to excel at last : 
On ATon% baflkf Tltaafai*i self is aeffiiy 
■ bM realiied tbe Fairy Queen, 

THE EI.T81I7M OF ILLUSTRIOUS BBAUTISS. 



<* Pleasures which no where else were to be feand» 
And all Elysiom in a spot of ground.** 

Drydsrj 



There ever dwells BelphoBbe* famed, 
In Spenser^s witching, high-soul'd verse: 



• The << flower of ditifitiey'* of aielUry^hreetl. 



> 
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There Mary dwells, whose beauty shamed 

Eh'zabetb, her rival^s curse: 
Ambrosial air she breathes among 

Dames, lovely as the bluth of mom* 
There wakes the gently-pleasing song^ 

Oppressed no more by faction's scorn. 
There Laura dreams ; her Petrarch smiles 

In beauteous vision o^er her head : 
One dream alone the day beguiles ; 

Still, still remembered when 'tis fled. 
Reserved for these what brighter scenes 

Shall freshen o'er their future years ; 
No cruel thought now intervenes 

To pall their present bliss with fears ; 
For quaffing joy at ease they lie ; 

Or sportive course the meadows round : 
The ready loves their wants supply, 

If wants they have, where all abound. 
Ah fortunate I not their's the pain 

Of seeing others in distress ; 
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Not their's to "witness the disdain 
That scowls on erring loveliness.^ 



* *<That scowls on erriug loveliness.**— The unfeeling con- 
tempt with which <* the proud, the high-born, the patrician 
dames,** regard those of their own sex whose misfortunes have 
been imputed to them at crimes, has often excited the indigna- 
tiou of the feeling heart. 

'* Ye high, exalted, yirtnous damee, 

Ty*d up hi godly laces. 
Before ye gie pooryratf^ names. 

Suppose a change o* cases.** Burns. 

This is, indeed, the argumentura ad faeminam. Let me not 
be mistaken. We may ** bear with infirmities till they fester 
into crimes,*' but no longer. Tliere is an essential difference 
between innocence deceived and wilful criminality j betweea 
the splendid adulteress and the deluded country-girl j this dif- 
ference is sadly inverted hi society. The parable of the Phap 
risee and the Publican is universal in its appliealioa. So will 
it be to the end of the world. 



TO 

4ffit*4 % — iWf — c^- — , 



Wbere*er she torfis^ fbe OnicM liotoage pay. 

With arms snblimey that flaat upon tbe air» 

In gliding state she wins her easy way ; 

0*erher warm cheek, and rising bosom moTe, 

The bloom of young desire % and parpte light of Love. 

OftAT« 



^Tifl the loveliest ofday a, though the seafion is drear 

^Tis the hirth-day of Emma whose oharma erer 

shine/ 

Though tempests forebode that the winter is near^ 

This morning to me glows with radiance divine. 

What the sonl through thy mild-beaming eyes 

may express. 
His cunning alone who adores thee may guoM* 



Thou May-Queen of Erin, thou pride of an Isle, 
'Where Beauty and JFlreedom, in sisterhood smile^ 
Still the future is pictured in colouring bright, 
Fdr thee are reserved many days of delight. 
For theie, but my prophecies baseless may seem^ 
Shall be realized joys of which others but dreani. 
The sun shall arise in his purple array 
In the climesof the south, to welcome this day : 
The Might gales shall breathe a rich fragrance 

around, 
And flowers spontaneous embroider the ground : 
The bowers of pleasure shall tempt thee to rest. 
While vernal deliciousness steals o'er thy breast. 
There Elysiums on earth like thy beauties appear. 
As fresh, as soul-soothing through every year. 
With thine, there the nightingale's melody vies. 
And the Heavens above are as pure as thy eyes. 
There the love-lays of Tasso shall charm thee 

from sleep ; 
Nor deem it a pain with Armida to weep. 

G 
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There the fancy may image sudi fairies aa dance 
^eath a star-light more lustrous through heereD^ 

expanse; 
But Emma, thy smiles— they alone can inspirt 
That nameless fine spirit yliich poets demre. 
Though few are thy years, yet^ fair lady, the meed 
Of beauty to thee has been long since decreed. 
Long unM^ither'd by time, may thy loveliness last, 
As the sun is still bright when the nooii«day is 

past. 



€o Etnmat 



stay] my charmer can yon leare me? 

Cmel, cmel to deceive me i 

Welbymt know how nmdi yo« grieve me. 

Crael charmer can yon go, 

Cmel charmer can yoa go? 

Burns. 



Doom'd thus to worship thee ia vaiii^ 

I mourn in sooth my rigid lot ; 
Yet happier in tliis secret pain^ 

Than if thy beauty was forgot. 
The sigh to memory gives a force, 

That brings before me all thy charms ; 
Of grief and joy alike the source 

Of rapture, or of fond alarms* 
The smile, — for often will the smile 

Chase the sad shades of thouj^t away, 
That daricen o'er the brows awhile, 

As clouds o'eicast an April day; 
q2 
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The smile, reanimates my heart ; 

Remembrance gives its welcome aid: 
Then mine, and mine alone thou art ; 

But soon the phantom pleasures fede. 
The smile is fled — the sudden beam 

That o'er the past so brightly shone, 
Now fades away ; the fainter gleam 

Of promised happiness is gone. 
Oh! would futurity imveil 

What must be, to my mental eye ! 
My spirit then might cease to quail, 

When hopes and fears for ever die. 
Again to meet thee ; then to love 

With bU the zest surprise can bring; 
Again to find my absent dove, 

Again to hear my syren'sing ; 
This will I hope ; yet self-deceiving, 

Like younglings laughing o'er the bowl. 
That pleasure is their friend beUeving ; 

Thus hope intojucates the soul. 
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Still is thy dear resemblance mine ; 

How mild, how eloquent that look ! 
Those eyes like twin-stars seem to shjne 

I yet possess thee — ^though forsook ;— i 
Forsook by her who loved me more, 

As once I thought, than words can tell. 
In Spenser's verse we leamM love's lore, 

And Emma was my FlorimeL 
This cheat of &ncy long beguQ'd 

Our winter nights, our summer days ; 
And Spenser's gentle spirit smil'd 

To hear two lovers hymn his praise* 
And then Cleopolis on earth 

Inimitable, oft we sought : 
And oft applauded valour'^ worth ; 

As knights with savage giants fought: 
Enough of this ; my care-worn mind 

Less happy thoughts must now engage; 
Mine owil dear love I cannot find ; 

Can fabled loves my grief assuage 1 
G 3 
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^t moxXtt asi it ifi^ 



Snch as Hre ambldoos are incited by the i^reatnett of tfadr 
power to attempt great matters; aad tht most sattisb or hmf 
may discliarge themselves of Cares, and hope that others wUI 
be more easily hired to take the bnrden of business npoa them 
while they lie at ease., 

Sidney on GoTemment| p. !&$• 



That master-vice Ambition has its course ; 

It wakens Hope^ it promises success; 
Can Wisdom^ Reason, Justice break the (broe, 

Of those bold passions that o'erlook distress? 
Not Fear itself, their vigour can repress. 
Hence Pride attempts what Fancy had dedgnV^ 

Betraying often its own littleness ^ 
Fortune unbtdances the strongest mind, 
Such vanities beset the mightiest of tnankind* 



These tmths exj^rience, history evet taught. 
And mmiy a ttioral tale in chiHhoiod lor'd; 

But men by splcftidid "vricikedness ar^ tiKugfait^ 

They laud thosfe aeta i^UA etiA they disapproved* 
Their spleen^ by bttiiad crime alone is mov'd— * 

Great vilkdas tbriTe^— ^e deem them great indeed. 
How brare their qpirits, wheresoever they rov'd 
. To desolate the world, while millions bleed, 

Oflicious fools for aye the cause of bravoes plead. 

While Av^s vehement confiise their brains, 

Kings would be demigods ; and courtiers kneel. 
Audacious mod^ery I the tnuse refrains 

From courting those who ne'er for otliers feel. 
Alas! she camiot scorn the vain appeal 

Of sleM-dad heroes to her lofty lay ; 
For them she weaves the laurel- wreath wHh leal 

As hirelings stalk along in proud array, 
Where blading lights shed forth asi artificiai day. 
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And Genius thus is self-betray'd to please 

An heartless tyfant, in his pride of pow'r* 
The love of flattery is a sore disease, 
. It spreads from chieftains' hall to ladies' boVn 
The worm' that gnaws the oak destroys the flow'ir. 
3hall sacred poesy, « that heavenward springs, . 
.Her flights, to creep before a mortal, lower? 
She scorns the song which venal minstrel sings, 
^or to delight the proud her own fine offering 
brings. 

The worshippers of images ofiend 

Against Omnipotence ; nor they alone ; 
Those too, who mindless of their nature, l^nd 

Before or fool or tyrant on a throne* 
Such men to scorn their God are. ever prone. . . 

Their idols soon are swept away from earth. 
In folly riotous, with pride upblown. 

What then avail their, victories or mirth. 
The splendor of their deeds,the lustre of their birth? 



\ 
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Truth must prevail at length ; who now reveres . 

Almamon's* wealth, or Akber'st mighty name ? 
Or hiB% far more renowned in later years, 

Once loudly thunder'd through the trump of 
fame! : 
His hardihood may women-warriors shame. 



' • AlmamoiCM waUK-^^Ste Gibbon's ** Decline and Fall of tlie 
Koman Empire/ Vol. V. page 419, Quarto Edit.. After de- 
Bcribing the immense wealth of Almansor, who laid the foun- 
dation of Bagdad, the Author thus proceeds : — ** The courtiers 
would surely praise the liberality of his grandson, Alnrnmon, 
who ga^e away four-fifths of the income of a province, a sum 
of two millions four hundred thousand gold dinars, before he 
drew his foot from the stirrup.'* 

t Akber'M migkiy name. — For the account of the exploits of 
Akb^r, his magnificent palace at Agra, and his splendid pea* 
coclc-thrOBe, I refer the reader to Maurice's Indian Antiquities, 
Vol. I. page 196 and 210. I wonder that the idea of erecting 
a peacock-throne has not occurred to other monarchs. There 
is.not much resemblance between the Peacock and the£agle. 

t Orhiifar rmmnCd /«— Napoleon Buonaparte ! •* How art 
thou fallen, Lucifer, son of the morning I*' 
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The beami of science pierce through oorthen 
gloom, 
Barbarlao tribes their love of arts pnodaim ; 
Jostice may soon in all her beauty bloom, 
And prejudice lie sunk in dark oblivion's tomb.* 



* And prtjvdiee He jkhJe.— Maoy belieTe that the worid li now 
making a retrograde movement, and it falling back into Qmot 
and Old Nights hot superomeliora^ia my motto. SnpentitioSy 
and that monster Persecution^ are indeed making violent effortf 
to nnteach mankind the dearly-taught lessons of twenty-live 
years. The Bourbons (with the exception of the good and wise 
Duke of Orleans^] must soon sink into that insignificance te 
which God and Nature intended them. As to the beloved 
Ferdinand, that fine specimen of royal gratitude} hif Qnkotic 
bigotry is digging its own grave. 

** Fond impious man ! think'st thou yon sanguhie cloud 
Raised by thy breath has quenched the orb of day ? 
To-morrow he repairs the golden fiood 
And warms the nations with redoubled ra;f .** 

ORAY'il BABn> 



l9l09$amon9« 



*<Ta]ch«iip«tddiif Aikotnmrime VIUMa el uaa FcmIimi 
Tinse Alboino.**— Del Regpo d'ltalia Epitome. 



^^ Ha would despise me a» a ithtng that Ibeam 
Insuk with patience or dissolves ia tears, 
A better lessoD to his sex V)l teack; 
Tbe eruel i&admaft is within my reach. 
Revenge is miae ; that passion iU supprest 
Rages with qnicken'd fury in my .breast. 
Were there no mountebanks to furnish sport 
For all the savages who crowd his court. 



* Fbr tiiflt Oary U wbieh thin fragmettt rektes, see Gibbova 
** Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire.** Qaai to Editvol. ir. 
Page 430. 



100 POBMS. 

But I must be selected to delight 
Their vaunting spirits — forc'd to such a sight ? — 
Yet it unnerves me not ; my father's will 
Is done, and hatred stifles sense of ilL 
This pleasant triumph too, may sadly end ; 
Trust not, fool-hardy Fringe, the seeming friend* 
Thy wife is but thy slave, untrue to thee. 
Her person is encag'd, her heart is free ; 
Or if not free, another doth possess 
That, which thee, parricide, can never bless. 
Not always he, who braves in various shapeis 
Death undisguised, his secret snare escapes. 
I: Thy Lombard chiefs shall not protect thee now^ ' 

; A woman's weak revenge will give the blow. 

I Thus self absolved from crime, let others prate, 

I'll urge my gentle paramour to hate 
That royal monster whose untender zeal 
Has forc'd my soul this agony to feel." 
Thus spoke the lofty dame, while passions strove 
Within for mastery, hate, vengeance, love. 
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Hate of her cruel Lord, revenge on him 
Who tore her very heart to please his vflnm. 
Another passion rose, as bad indeed, 
Yet such as cheer'd h er at her utmost need. 
Blame not her folly — vice — ^be what it may. 
It v^ere her rainbow to that stormy day, 
Her only hope of. future, in her grief 
She sought for one, to give her soul relief. 
He must repay her favours with his sword, 
These ask more homage than bis sovereign Lord. 
The smiles of willing beauty ever can 
JBnsnare that paragon of creatures — Man. 
This woman had her virtues, she despised 
Those formal courtesies which others prized ; 
But sought to triumph o'er the subject heart — 
That were a glory worthy of her art. 
tShe lovM with ardour, when in truth she lov'd. 
Yet varying fancies her affections mov'd. 
The slayer of her kindred forc'd to wed, 
I^ragg'd like a victim to the nuptial bed. 




i; 
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Marriage to ber no monung star appeared ; 
Its imag'd brigbtneM once ber bopeabad cbeer'd. 
Wby marvel^ tbat ber feeliogs went asliitty. 
Wben tbuf ywik undermined their only stay ? 




ISnttuiBf^ 



** Whm the wtconrupted pvt of tit* ScBatCi had by tlie 

death ef Cssari made one great effort to restore their former 

■tatoand liberty, the sacccss did not aoswer their hopes j but 

that whole assembly was so sunk in its aothority, that those 

patriots were forced to fly aad give way to the madness of the 

people, who, by their own disposition, stirred op with the 

luurangucA of their oraton^ were now wholly bent upon single 

and despotic tlaTery.** 

Swirr. 



When Liberty triumphiDg over her foes 
Re-breath'd though affrighted at Italy's woes. 
The sword of her Brutus was redden'd in vain j 
He hnikey yet the Romans re&sten'd, the chain. 
For tyranny's woe-trumpet near and afiu-, 
Bade the legions of servitude rush to the war. 
He the last of the Romans by Fortune disowned 
(That Goddess the brows of an Antony crown'd) 
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SawFreedom dishonour'd by thoBe whom she lo?*d, 
Saw the charms of mock-glory by thotuands 

approvM. 
All proud of a master, none conscious ^rf* shame ; 
Religion unheeded^ and Virtue a name.* 
The genius of Rome had arous'd him too late. 
Overborne by the torrent he yielded to fiite. 



* Viriue a name.— See an admirable defence of the ezdana* 
tion of Brottts in bis dying momentSgintbeDictioiiiiairede 
Bayle inr l*article Brutus. Tom 1, Page 677. 



> 



ON THB 

Wta^ of l^osfftt 



- as soon as I am dead. 



Come all and watch one night about my hearse; 
Bring each a mournful story and a tear. 
To offer at it when I go to earth.** 

The Maid's Tragedy, by Beaumont and Flbtchbr. 



A heart full of feeling poor Rosa was thine^ 
Thy virtues deceiv'd thee indeed ; 

Oh ! beauty and tenderness frequently shine^ 
In the victims pre-destin'd to bleed, 

Somepityless hypocrite tainted thy youth, 
Thus the morn of thy \i£4 was o'ercast ; 
I He spoke but of happiness — cruel untruth^ 
. At that moment for ever Hwas past« 
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Tby spirit that sported in yesterday's light. 
Now sadden'd and droop'd in the shade ; 

Like the Garland of Chlo^* that withered at night| 
Thy innocence blossomed to fade* 

Rejected of man, the poor sufferer sought 

That mercy, depied h^r ou earth, 
From Hikn, in whose eyes our best virtues 9i6 
nought. 

If haughtiness pampers their worth. 

She loved— was betrayed— is misibrtuji^ a gthA^ ] 

Ah no ! that I ne'er cau^ believe ; 
The Seducer may thrive in his guilt for ^ t|ai#9 

There is one whonpi he cannot deceive* 

Fair mourner! thy agony soon will be o'er^ 

Since mercy is hovering nigh ; 
That pang— His the price of forgiveness—no more, 

Thou art welcomed by Angels on high. 

• See Prior*8 Garland. 




TO 

MifHf — 

On ihi Death rf htr Cmuae^ Bkrd. 

Passer delicisB mese puella?.— Catullus. 

That ^^ bird of beauty^' was too blest, 
Thou feirest, long with thee to live ; 

It thriird with Joy by thee carest. 
No notes its happiness could give. 

liM littfe heart then wQdly beat, 
SwelUng with consciousness of bliss 

Alas! the rapture was too great, 
It died perchance beneath a kiss. 
H 2 
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In Eastern tales to childhood dear. 
Tales which I never can forget ; 

The feather'd warbler shed a tear. 
When caught within the viewless net. 

The sorceress with magic ^feU 
Had oft condemned a royal soul, 

Within some little bird to dwell, 
No wonder, that it scorned controuL 

The charms of magic once are fled ; 

Yet still a sorceress thou art ; 
Thy bird without a soul is dead, 

But where hast thou transferred his heart f 




VALENTINE 

TO 

^ btrii telei^rateir ^ttxt»if^ 

Thoii^ life of loYdlDeis— thon aonl of joy — Satagb. 

Shall charms like thine be past unnoticed by — 
The well-proportion'd form — the speaking eye— » 
The smile of tenderness, i^hich M^ins each heart 
The playful Hoyden's laugh, unchecked by art T 
Oh, CO ! on this glad day awake my lyre, 
Love and Saint Valentine my strains inspire t 
The Queen of Heaven amidst inferiov lights, 
Titauia circled by her graceful sprights. 
The rose that blushing courts the early day, 
Homag'd by all the* fairest flowers of May ; 
H $ 
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These image forth thy royal loveh'ness, 
Though croaking envy strives to make it less. — 
The tresses shading that voluptuous breast. 
Conceal more charms than language e'er exprest: 
These are the nets of love ; beneath them rise 
Two glowing orbs that shun the vulgar eyes. 
Though half concealM, yet lovelier to the view. 
Than liUes freshened by the morning dew. 
No common pleasures wait upon tby will, 
Employ them rarely — ^be a woman still. 
Th'iEgyptian^s charms* were eloyless and uncloy 'd, 
Since none but Kings her favours e'er enjoy'd. 
The kiss, (how fine the imaginary bliss) 
What subtle joys those lips indeed to kiss ! 
Ni^ure would scarce this ecstacy sustain. 
E'en no^i^, e'en now the thought inflames my brain: 



Cleopatrtk— Age tmmoi witiier her, nor tmwtan ilafc 
. Her in^Dite Tariety — bhaktfpeare* 



\ 
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Not Agnes* — no-naot royal Diivia's wtfe 
Give me Bueh wishes fbr tUe life ^ lifh; 
As thou — ^when smiling like an Eastern bride^ 
Thou glid'st along in all thy beauty^s pride. 
What spirit seems to animate thdt lodk ! 
Still let me gaze on Nature's choicest book ; 
Then snatch a thought if hich rolumes he'er can 

teach — 
A thought which modes all artifice of speefch. 
Glory .to thfee, tlioit Astfery on eartii,t 
Laughter afad Love dts|>orted at thy birtB. 



* Noi Agnn Agnea Sorel was the favourite mistress of 
Charles the Yllth, King o^ France. W!io ^as not read the 
Pncelle D*Orleans ? Who is not acquainted with its bcantifal 
imagery, its eiqaisite pathos, its fine irony ? Agnes Sorel was 
very onfortimate. She was Uie faUJiful mistress of Clterles the 
Vllth, yet she was faithless to liiui. The Jesuits may explain 
this paradox* I eamtoL 

1 77^ Astery on earthy — Astery was the handmaid of Veoos* 
See Spenser's exquisite little poem Moioposmos. The etymo* 
logy of the word Astery signifies star-light, or, if yon choose. 
Fair Stat* A Princtss of <hat name is the heroine of a cele* 
brated fairy tale. 
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Then keen-oy^d Wit, with Fancy ever new, 
Thalia's car with speed of lightning drew. 
Let others worship what their priests approve. 
My selfish soul demands thy Love for Love. 
Thou art my Groddess now, my Queen before ; 
Nor Hermits thus the crucifix adore. 
Fruittess their prayers: no passion warms the wood, 
Twere better far to worship flesh and blood. 
Some talk of future happiness, my fair. 
Thy Heaven I seek— my happiness is there. 
O, would'st thou save me from eternal vroe, 
Grant me those pleasures which the faithful know. 
AU-beauteous woman, while ten thousands raise 
Altars to saints unworthy of their praise, 
One who ne'er burns with superstitious zeal. 
Entreats thy saint his inward wounds to heal.* 
Him' I invoke, whose consecrated name. 
Can soothe the proudest, melt the coldest dame. 

• St. Valentine. 
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Aid me^ thou bland Axmereon of Heaven,* 
To thee, the balm for "vvounded hearts is given. 
This balm, a smile from her iivhose look alone 
Might almost i;?aken into life a stone, 
Grant me. Sir Valentine, on this good day-^ 
CVer my Lovers heart, now exercise thy sway. 
The smile might promise much, perchance that joy 
Which Venus lovM to teach her darling boy ; 
Pansies and violetst thy temples crown. 
Thy sacred brows, imfurroVd by a frown. 
Or Knight, or Saint,$ whatever titles please. 
Or Cardinal, or Pope, or more than these. 



* Anaerew t/ Hiraom.— - Why Anacreon ? St Valentine did 
not loTe wine* He in the guardttin of unhappy virgins with sight 
and tears for their | ion ion. He animates tlieir spirits for one 
day in the year, by conveying to them little tocifnl emblems 
of love, pretty adornments on paper, with which tliey are much 
pleased : also various verses, ** signityiog nothing.** 

t Pomtes and Fto/ds*— Tlie Heart's Ease is a flower sacred 
to St. Valentine. 

» iOr Km§hi9 or Samts — It is as easy now to be knighted, 
«s it was formerly to be sainted s and the Cross works wonders. 
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All dignities are thine — let — M**dyii lore 
Thou shalt be Prinoe of Seraphim above ! 



There is an old French Proverb, that the key of gold opens all 
doors. It will open the door to preferment, and the gates of 
Heaven. If a profligate fellow left a few hundred poonds to 
the good Monks, he wu cannonixed in formed ages. Offer 
Ministers, or some courtly pander, a few thousands, (we must 
make allowance for the change in the valn'e of money,) and yon 
are knighted, or k>rded !*< An Earl^ an Earl. J^ gold can d6 it.** 



FRAGMENT 

VROM THB 

iFiiitfi Cade of (iru^Uf mn itHint^t 



The night is come; the gentle i;?ooer oreej^ 
In silence to the bed^ yfbete Psyche A^epSi 
The y^BLTm caress reciprocally given 
Seems the rich foretaste of delight iA HeaveHi 
fiut, atMa^ moment^ Psyche softly glides, 
From hisembracef^ her steps delui^on guidei^ 
While^ from one hand, the kmp's fierce Iwdnf 

strefuofts, 
The &tal poinard in the other gleams* 
She quick advances — she approachei^ near-** 
What means that q^Iendour ? whenee those li^ts 

app^r? 
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^is but the wavering brightness that is shed 
Fromtheqnick burning lamp— she views the bed- 
Good heavens! what beauteous boy lies there 

displayed ? 
Tis Love himself in all his charms arrayed. 
Fearful and trembling now she rears the steely 
What! shall this lovely breast its keenness feelt 
No 'gainst hw own she woiild direct its force ! 
She reels — some power unseen arrests its course. 
The poinard drops, qiuck throbbings heave her 

breast. 
Her fainting heart with sickness is <^prest. 
While fix'd in mute astonishment she pants^ 
O'er the lov'd object that her soul enchants, 
More beautiful he seems — her breast more calm 
The soothing sight administers its balm* 
Resplendent tresses ornament his head. 
In curls o'er cheeks of deep carnation spread ; 
Or float around a neck more white than snow— - 
Celestial odours from these tresses Clow* 
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Wings smooth'd by Aoymy how delicately fine 
On shoulders dazzling through their whiteness, 

shine. 
His form was faultless ; in that form was seen 
An infont semblance of the Paphian queen«L 
Psyche regards his bow with curious eyes — 
That near the bed across his quiver lies. 
The quiver with its pointed weapons stored 
She grasps, selects an arrow from the hoard : 
The trembling hand receives a sudden smart, . 
But ah ! the wound is felt within her heart* 




:fitniirmi» ttttH fbt €$tm^ 



Napoleon -whose name 

Is the bye- word of feme, 
Napdeon was grateful to those who upheld 

The glory of France ; 

Their worth to enhance 
He lov'd^while their bosoms with gratitude swelled. 

Poor Ferdinand seems 

In his fanciful dreams 
To think, that Ood^s image in man is but nought. 

And priestcraft will preach^> 

And lessons unteach, 
Which the genius of war has so dreadfully taught. 
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The Sydney <^ of Spain 

With noM^ disdaia 
Darad to rouse from |heir tvanee Ihe bigoted erew* 

Hark ! th^ l^ood-hounds Are nigh^ 

ThePkfemtnudtdie. 
By his nav^^nlom others their destiny knew* 

See a prison the meed, 

Of Patriots who bleed 
For a coontpy as weak as is thankless (heir King. 

The bravest, the best, 

Degraded, opprest : 
How long riiall prevail this contemptible thing. 

Shall this creature yet crawl 

Their souls to appal, 
Whom the prospect of peace has deceitfully cbeer'd? 

This earth yet polluting, 

Man's nature imbruting, 
Destroying whatever is for virtue rever'd. 

• Poriicr. 
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OI thou who dost Bway 

The night and the day ; 
Thou Lord of Mankind may thy will e'er be done 

Too weak is oor sight, 

For truth's heavenly light, 
That shinie for a while on our hopes, and is gone 

Upraise not a storm 

To crush this vile worm, 
That drags through Hispania its poisonous slime 

Such a death were too great. 

For this creature of state: 
May it waste into nothing and rot ere its time. 



VERSES 

€■ ttc CmmMmmviun^the Sicond Ceniencarj tf 



What Beings, Ariel-like appear 

To flit along the sky — 
Tiicome, ^tis come, the joyous year, 

In gladsomeness they cry. 

Their eyes with brighter radiance shine, 
Lighter their wings, and oh I how fine ! 
Merrily, merrily, from the air 
To Fancy's pictured hall repair. 
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There feiry land in landscape g1oi9?s ; 
There Oberon shall crown the brows 
Of him to whom ^tis meet to pay 
Our homage on this holy day* 

There shines not the Sun, but aUght new fro 

Heaven, 
Many-oolour^d as Iris, to Genius is given; 
Who waves it, and waving, it fitfully plays 
O'er our Shakespeare's fine eyes that reflc 

back its rays. 
Lo ! seated on her opal throne 

In robes eye-spotted, Fancy smiles ; 
Well might she smile, her fruitful cone 

With varied pleasures life beguiles. 

Before her bright eyes, as if in a glass, 
Fresh scenes in succession continually pass* 
Unshrouding now her awful form; 
(Around her how the passions storm,) 
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Though ^ ever yonng yet full of eld/' ♦ 
Great nature comes, as mutic swelPd 
Through Fancy's hall, a mingled strain^ — 
8inc4.plMSure, sorrow, all the train 
Of subject feelings on her wait, 
Her darling's fame to consecrate. 

Quickly through the golden gate 
Glide the fturies, to relate 

All their pranks of yesternight ; 
'With their coronals of flowers. 
Gathered after April showers, 

Tis indeed a lovely sight 

Bail! mortal, hail, near Avon's stream, 
As o'er thy slumbers Nature smil'd, 

We stole upon thee in a dream. 
To fill thy soul with fancies wild. 

• Spenser* 
12 
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The moonligbt depi upon the bank, 
To charm thy Guardian from our prank ; 
But fliU her aweet influence ivatch'd o'er thy bead, 
To temper the thoughts which our cunning had 
bred* 

Then Nature and Fancy their labours combined 
To store with thdr wonderful treasures thy mind, 
— ^Now place we on thy head a crown, 
Fit for thy brows, and thine alone. 

The Poet bows, his looks express 
An intellectual consciousness ; 
His features are so heavenly fiur, 
The mind, th' eternal mind beams there. 



V 

OM THH 



Bqiarture of 



Fir tkt OmthmU. 



And if we tciw him winne honoar, 
"Widi traiMn we woU liiia defluney 
And do€B him leim liis godo nmne* 

ClIAUCBIU 



Fame attends thee i;?here thou goest^ 
Noble Bard — though others rail ; 

Yet the spirit which thou shewest^ 

Ne'er through envy's arts shall quail. 

Through those climes so fam'd in story^ 
As thou lov'st again to rove^ 

£very scene of former glory 
Shall revive romantic love. 
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There shall malice reach thee never. 
Though the past may cause a sigh ; 

-—Those who strove two hearts to sever-^ 
Those who burst the marriage tie, 

Vainly hope to hear thy anguish, 

Bitterly in words exprest ; 
Though thy soul awhile may languish, 

Yet it is with genius blest* 

As o'er Greece whose beauties charm'd thee. 
When the muse, beyond thy years, 

With the finest feelings warmed thee; 
E'en exulting in thy tears ; 

Thou may'st wander^-*4cenes which brighten 
To the bond-slave's fiyb in vain, 

May thine heart oC sorrow lighten*; 
Or at least' becalmtby pain* 
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Shades of heroes^ mighty spirits^ 

Hovering round those blessed Isles 

Where thy Muse has told their merits^ 
Welcome thee again with smiles. 

Memory shall recall those ages 
Which no puny genius knew ; 

Heroes^ Patriots^ Poets, Sages, 
Crowd at once upon thy view* 

Yet, O think not, scandal reaches 

Those who know thy manly worth ; 

They despise what fashion teaches, 
Envy ever thrives on earth. 



Co lEumsu 



Not Hcmvea ilidf apoB Hm past bu power j 

Bat what has been, has bttn, and I have 1m4 aiy hoar. 

Dbtmui* 

Aad come what may I bare been blctt. 

liOKD BYmo«*a ( 



Thou art not mine — ^'Us mnfulness 
To sooth thee even in distreas. 
Emma, adieu ! those thousand schemes 
With which the youthfol fan<^ teems^ 
Framed as we sported years away. 
Must now^ unrealized, decay, 
E'en in the minds that gave them life- 
Unfit for worlds like this of strife. 
The rest a dream — ^what sainted spright. 
Has ever felt more pure delight, 
Than we have felt in happier hours,— « 
Yel lurks a snake beneath the flowers ; 
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Tib an old adage, this we knew, 
Alas! experience proves it true. 
O do not say our days were wasted. 
Since first the cup of life we tasted! 
Grone, idly gone, yet not mis-spent, 
They brought us hi^piness ; content — 
More heartfelt pleasure than the page, 
Of wisdom ever gave the sage ; 
And what is study but a toil. 
The fruitsof which, death soon may spoil ? 
But when two hearts together meet, 
The joy, though transcient, is complete* 
The tomb that closes on our woes. 
Mocks every thing but past repose— 
Thepresent is a life of care. 
The future may bring worse-— despair. 
Better, fiur better to be nought 
Than fret in restlessness of thought. 
^ As tender plants transplanted die. 
Blasted beneath a sunless sky ; 



/ 
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Thus heaveD -sprung feelings perish here 
And leave the soul for ever sear. 
Or else misguided by caprice^ 
They waste their energies on vice. 
They fever us with hc^es of pleasure. 
We ne'er can find that secret treasure. 
We bum for perfect happinessj 
We ne'er will be content with less. 
We miss our aim — there's nought to chOQ 
We care not then bow much we lose. 
Unstrung by apathy at last 
We mourn in silence o'er the past. 
Not even Love the bosom warms, 
Cold to all Nature's varied charms : 
While pride, disgust, and self-disdain. 
Still keep alive the sense of pain. 




%ifu 



Ciaienii eonfViBamente nn bene apprchende. 



le* "who, as ancient Poets say^ 
oform'd mih soul his man of clay, 
Vhose proud ambitious spirit strove, 
To snatch the right divine from Jove ; 
yhain'd to the rock, whence blustering far, 
rhe ^d winds with the ocean war. 



* Prometlieiu. With the exception of Shakespeare^s Lear, 
»erhapt there is no Play that, for rablimity of character, and 
lagnificence of description, can be compared with the Prorae- 
lieas yinctus of iEschylns : as the Edinburgh Reviewer jnstlj 
bseryes, it is rather an Ode than a Play. 
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He fldf-coUected bfay'd the tlomiy 
Though lightnings acalh'd his noUe fimii* 
Though o'er his head the suites broke. 
He dared the worst— the deadliest stroke. 
Do lofty spirits wish t'appease 
The raging of the winds and seas? 
The passions boiling in the breast. 
More fiercely pain it — ^when supprest. 
Year after year, — life's still the same— « 
To Genius what is worldly fiune ? 
Nothing; it never can supply, 
The place of Love, or revelry. 
Twine not the laurel round mine head. 
Since now the myrtle wreath is dead ? 
To move in one dull circle round — 
To smile in fashion's train, or prate 
Of friendship, that is no where found. 
To those who scarce deserve our hate ; 
Call you this life, while feelings pent« 
Within the soul can ne'er find vent I 
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No, rather former joy 8 pursue ; 
The ^^ Bugar'd game"* is still in view, 
Denude thyself to pall thy taste, 
And thousands on thy pleasures waste I 



' ■ thoa wou1d*8t bare pinnged thyself 
In general Riot, melted down tby yonth 
in different beds of lost, and nerer leara*d 
TIm icy precept of respect, bnt follow'd 
The sngar'd game before thee. 

Sbaeeipbabb. 
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Alonzo y9BB no common man^ for few 
Like him the art of pleasing others knew ; 
Nature on him ha4 kindly lavish'd all 
Those gifts that please alike in bower or haB! 
His soul was bounteous^ in his eyes shone forth 
A spirit that expressed his inward worth. 
His honour as the sim itself was bright. 
Though transient mists might intercept its U^blL 
What his offences were — ^'tis hard to prove^ 
Perchance he was too sensible of love ; 
Is this a crime ? the pulse must cease to play, 
Ere we can drive that pleasing sin away. 
^Tis true, in early youth his noble mein 
Had charmed the lovely ones as soon as seen! 
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HU ^ims no tedioof task to soften down 

With dulcet eloquence the feigned frown ; 

To snatch the kiss from her^ whose eye-glance told^ 

That though she blush'd, he might again be bold : 

This frailty left a thousand virtues free^ 

It never gained o^er them the mastery* 

Grant it to be a weakness at the best ; 

At worst, this vice has kept aloc^the rest; 

When thus temptation had put forth her power. 

He might have been allowed his sportive hour. 

Ambition (his a virtue) often turned 

His mind to deeds for which his spirit burnM. 

Then would he knit on vacancy his brow: 

Till e'en with thought exprest, it seemM to glow. 

Then dreams of greatness rushM upon his brain, 

In better times, those dreams had not been vain! 

Long had Hiispania been misruled by those. 

Who glut their little minds with others' woes, 

Their sole delight to trample on their kind. 

As serpents taint the feirest things they find; 



IM Ml 

Danger kad ieowl'd on all wlio dated to brei 
The iMmdi of ailenee tot the peofde'a aake. 
To speak of fineedom — ^waa indeed to hnare 
The priiofi'a dorance, to fiNreital the grarel 
Alonzo knew it^ ofthewish'dlotiy 
Thechanceof war — to oonqner or to die. 
The came was hopeless, and to Ueed ahme 
Had more of rashness than of Tirtoe shewn. 
Since Chivaby , the nation's queen of yore, 
Bous'd in her sons life's energies no more. 
But thus compelled to bear within his soul, 
Feelii^ that often strove to break controol ; 
To stifle in his breast the will to dare, 
Nay, more, to find his talents buried there. 
By public virtue ne'er call'd forth to shine. 
Of honest counsels an exhaustless mine I 
Oh, that were misery — ^besides^ to wait 
In seeming lowliness on slaves of state ; 
Or else, the gameof spies, tofretawi^. 
In restless fear, day lingering after day. 
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These evils all so smote upon his heart, 
He could not bear them ; no, he must depart. 
Quit in disguise his land, his native Spain, 
To seek some foster-country o'er the main ! 



Wbt 9tt^ of i(tMciii« 



This affectiai^ namtioii of the death of HoMeiot the gnmd* 
son of Mahooiet^ may be road (it is^mdecd, a pteasare to read 
ity) in Oibboo'i Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire^ToLT. 
page 968* ^oarto edition. 



The Fatimites wearied, yet fearless oppose. 
Though thinn'd in their niunbeirs, their multiplied 

foes. 
With despair in their looks how they rage o'er 

the field, 
Though broken, their triumph is never to yield I 

Their sabres well-flesh'd, still gleam in the air, 
They fight like the lion aroused from his lair ; 
Each stroke is a death-blow, — ^in vain,for beneath 
The pressure of myriads their last gasp they breathe 



But one yet reniiiiur, on boMten, and slay 
The noblest of vibUma that's strieken to-day I . 
Tis Hossein the good, unarmed, yet unmov'd, 
Though kit heart inly bleeds for the brare ones 
heler'd. 

Near his tent he awaits the sad signal, and see, 
Hk boya in the spring-lkne of «tge on his knee ; 
He weeps, but the tear for their sorrow is shed, 
Nafr> now^ to tteir hearts, swifi the deathnihafl 
be sped* 

Ot spare him, ye murderers, chydless, alone, 
He bends o'er the lifeless^ their death knell his 

groan; 
He cries to his God, in his agony now, 
The damp sweat commingling with blood on his 

brow. 

Still merciless) on ye bi^ve Monsters, imbrue 
Your hands in his blood, who is praying for you. 
k2 
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fi«reft of ill ivythe defloltte ymSl^ 
Invilet the destroyer to hasten its ML : 

The warrior is dying, what spirit iqppeers 

To rush from his tent ? — tis his sister in tears ! 

^^ Yet save him— my brother — look, look how he 

Ueeds,'' 
^< Oh aiamar"*— in vain the &ir suppliant pleads I 

He is slain — bat the Moslems yetdierish his&mei 
And dear to the hearts of the young is his name : 
And the aged revere it, the freeman and sIsTe, 
Still mourn for the death of the gentle and brare. 



* The General wbo ordered tlie detth of Hoftinn is cxecrmted 
by all tme MmsalmanSf and for ever consigned to Uie ** Hall 
of Eblisr 



VBRSBS 

V^itffBoUt a$tin0Ufi ^]^a:»an. 



Well mi^ the eomlc Muse, with drooping head, 
Heave the deep sigh— 4ier Sheridan is dead : 
The Sisters mourn for him, whose master-mind 
Eadh separate talent in itself combined* 
Wit, eloquence, and poetry, the fame 
Of either had immortalized his name. 
O, could the Muse's skill but match her zeal, 
Then might the mournful lay, like his, appeal 
K 8 
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To Britidi hearts, like his, wlieii GarridL died. 
How ^w'd the Terse to sympethy allied ! 
Each word with {daintive sweetness diarm'd the ear 
As flowers exhale a firagiaaoe o'er the bier. 
Where is the moumer now, whose bosom Ued 
For kindred i^enius gene ?— he loo is dead ! 
Turn to the scenes of mimic life, there view 
The characters oar young Menandar drew. 
Caprice in all her wayward fits dis^y'd, 
FoUy in all her nicer shades pourtray'd* 
The testiness of age — ^the soldier's sense— 
The maiden's sweei discourse-^LoTe'a ek^penca; 
The lively wife, |ioi quite by fesfaion agoH^iy 
The smooth artificer of miarfiief feil'd^ 
The generous rake, for lingepngne^r hi^ l^Mur^ 
His better genins would net yet depart; . 
These true to pi^tme^ still a^onntour rstage, 
Orin hiscalmrsli^amiiaithefage. . 
These like the gems of rar^.^orth are pfii'd. 
When those of transient yalne are despis'd. 
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In lenalei, there his talenti shone oonfest ; 
At wit delighted, pasdon storm'd the breast* 
The mind with taste, sense, judgment, feelings 

franght, 
Seem'd to be Meat by more than human thought ! 
Hence burning words, forfreedom gave the choice, 
The lig^itningof his eye, tiie magic of his yoice! 

When social miith beam'd Toith in every eye, 
His was the lively jest, the keen reply ; 
The flow of sou!, wit season'd high the song. 
While playful fancy drove old time along. 

As glides a solemn stream by some dark grove 
Of cypress trees thaft mournful sigh above. 
Following his lov'd remains, the good and great 
MarchM sadly onwards in funeral state, 

To that proud scene> where patriots, poeU lie, 
(Sacred their dust—their &me shall never die)— 
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There last, not least, our Sheridan was hid. 
There weeping friendship her sad tribute paidU 

Ye noUe few, whose memories ponder o'er 
His cheerful smile, his wif s unfailing slore^ 
Bri^t to the last ; how graceful are y oar teani^ 
They tell of what he was in happier years. 
The friend, whose genius shed its vivid ray. 
Far from your hearts to drive lifers cares away. 
The gay oompanicMi, sharers in whose mirth. 
You had forgot that sorrow dwdt on earth. 

Ye fiiir, who knew his elegance of mind. 
His soul, still breathing in the verse refinM ; 
His purity of heart towards her he lov'd. 
Her fondness by the bitterest trial prov'd ; 

While in your hearts the fond affections live, 
His findts, whatever they were, you must forgive. 
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And yoQ^ you all, whom many a qirightly scene 
Waking applause shall teach what he has been ; 

Who still revere the patriot, love the bard, 
From envy's blight his sacred mem'ry guard I 
WfaBe glory drding round his cold, pale urn 
By tmcy watch'd^ shall undefiled bum. 




^^b( uumufUuu^ 



F«r W w«i ftke lad fnunlit ^Mk ficUeocMe, 
- AMllnBMdlMd to !•▼« villi tccfcttoolbi} 
Aad wclloo«lddaBiice,aa4 siiif with raeMi 
Aai ftMMi tctt Mii Mii to l«vi^%Mkt. 



Thoa art lew ocmslaiit than the wind. 
Away to ttiose who love thee now ; 

They soon, alas! like me will find 
The value of their Lover's vow : 

Already are these fiur ones taught 

That fiuth repos'd in thee is nought. 

Yet turn not unto me again, 
Again 111 never be deceived : 

My love is changed to fix'd disdain ; 
Mine heart but for its folly griev'd, 

That it could e'er confide in thee 

Thou image of Inconstancy. 



Hbw sacred tiie spirit that livm hi lUiie eye> 
' It reflects back fhe spirit oT love ; 

That effluence pure once emanM from Ae Ay^ 
^e^fh the typioeiliorm of a dove. 

IttMMiB<m a form mw i» lottly, lui pure, 
As (hal which the poet*^ pourtragrs ; * 

Tbidlfem w hkAi enabled fits sight 46 ^d«M 
The vision'st eadn&g Mace ft 



* B«lrice^«rndBetedpAiite thcoofh tht <FaitiUM;'f ibS; 
^ aippoaed to rq>reseiit heafeolj Grace* 



^^^^w^ ^^^P^^^^^^Ww^^^^^ w^^ ^^^vA^^W^ 



IW rlfin laJbriMfy ifftt HcBvm^ the 

•fthcair, a^thciofttrMiyinity fa wirick Matare 
coBtribateto 



EvWABPni WcH iBdfai^TaL li^f^Ee 10. 



How lovdy was tfaaleTe, tlie moon i 
Not e'en a vqpoury dond wBft Miluqg new I 
Tbe fup»-flie9 0wannM aimmd, with fftfU i^hra, 
Like magic gems, they qpaiidedllirou|^tlm air. 
Nowglow'd the staninsucha bright array. 
They seem'd to listen fiirth a mflder day : 
There mi^th' exvKing toid aspire to be 
Ifingled with light through aU eternity I 



An !Et9olo8a# 



Words from me are ftiaer still. 

6yrov* 



'h/Kf sung of fresh beauties in varying strains, 
ij Muse's wild fancy no measure restrains; 
bod my pen was impelled, its prompt homage to pay 
* To the fidrest of maids," whom I lov'd for the day : 
'et the gifts that I brought to the altar of love, 
¥ere such as the tenderest hearts might approve. 
*oo prodigal then, now Fve none to bestow 
tn her, for whose love my soul truly doth glow« 
*he warmth of devotion no words can reveal, 
lie heart's silent orison breathes out its zeal : 
W the prayer to be fervent is free from all noise, 
knd the vain form of worship, its spirit destroys ! 
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Tbeo how codld I write to my Emma, or speak 
Of Lore, whidi to tdl, aU our words are too weak? 
Like the fhampiona of oM, might I bear on my 



The motto, ^ I bom" she might fimcy the rest: 
Bat whOe fboU to their fiJie ones may write what 

theydiooie, 
Twereawnagainattraththesamelaiigaagetouie. 






All hai1> ye tender feelings dear I 
Tlie smile •£ l*Te» the friendly tetr, 

The sympathetic glow ; 
Long sincei this world's thorny wayii 
Had nnmbet'd ovtmy wtary ^ys. 

Had it not been for yon 1 

Burns* 



This Hitle book is ftiUy stor'd 

"^th Love's own fhoughls, an useless hoard ; 

Yet some, indeed, might say, 
This youth like many others knew, 
That Fortune's smiles are all untrue: 

And lavished to betray« 



152 P0BM8. 

Whate'er my foture fate may be. 
Mine heart shall often dwell with thee ; 

In weal or woe the same ! 
Yet ere in nobler strains I sing, 
I may become a nameless thing, . 

Cut off from life and fame. 

Weep not for me, but then awake 
Moore's glowing spirit, for my sake, 

To sooth this restless soul. 
The priest's formalities despis'd ; 
That only rite of friendship pris'd. 
Remembrance o'er the bowl. 



V 



AN EPISTLE 

TO 

ISmma. 



■■ Nature iu lier worJ^ingt 

Inet not with more ardour to creation, 

1 1 do BOW towards tbeee Man oe*er was bleit^d 

t the first pair first met, as | have been. 

Otwav. 



[eft are rarious, yet one only joy 
lance these, though mingled mih alloy; 
it is vanity ; but this prevails, 
Friendship turns aside, when Fortune fails ; 
eHng dear, with which ourselres are blest, 
and lov'd, caressing and carest. 



r 
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Withia my breast two wakeful spirits dwdt. 
Distracting oft a heart that deeply felt ; 
Ambition, Loyey^«Lov# triumphs now alcme ; 
' Ambition, banished by thy charms, is gone. 
And all of Love, that ri6ts in its place. 
Flies to thy anns, and glows in thy embrace. 
Like Beauty's cestus thy embrace enrings 
Within its circle all delicious things. 

The lake, the woods, that stretch along its banks^ 
Height above height, arrayed in deepened fwdui: 
The de^wy exhalations floating o'^r 
Its glassy surface, charm our spirits more. 
Than all the nicest workmanship of art. 
Than all that judgment can to tasto impartl 
Thus dost thou shine most beauteous ia undr^ 
Art cannot add one charm t^ loveliness ! 

Pear was that day when hope was r eiospired} . 
And bliss se^m'd {le^r so long, no much desmd* 
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SwMl) as die mifoad of heayenly luuniiooief, 
3right as the ^ry of the opening rides, 
'Was thai soul-wskeoing day, when, Emma, thea 
Gar'st to mine heart th* anticipated glow. 
Expiring wishes, half compos'd desires 
Bekindled soon anew their former fires : 
While Passion bounded through my yeins to gain 
A sweet equivalent for former pain* 

Here let imaginati<m have her play, 
Nor bring Love's holy mysteries to day. 
The murmuring sigh, that seems to ask delight, 
The firnqT) playful through the genial night: 
The sports, that taught by young desire, tell 
How warmly woman loves, and oh I how well ! 

Then dreams, for dreams we had, would interpose. 
To bless the intervals of mild repose. 
Of magic isles we dreamt, where genii throng, 
Where silver-footed feiries dance along; 
L 2 



i 



Light as tboae ittaeci tribes, that akim Unaeeiiy 
The sunbeam^s prpdiice, o'er the grasi^ gre0n; . 
There fiitm'd AsjMiaia^s spirit yet remains^ 
She liresyshe breathes^D her own ndnstrdL'sstrldiiB. 
Now would we waoder through the fields of Air 
My look more warm, thine cannot be more fisUf : 
There gilded clouds like palaces surprise, 1 
And light from heavenshineaforth ib thousand dies^ 

Or on ethereal couches lie redin'd, 

With every sense of happiness refin'd. 

Or rove, in splendor clad, through roseate bowera 

In sweet communion with th' angelic powers. 

The.pangs of Jealoufiiy whidi none, can bear^ . 
False tales by malice pour'd into the ear: 
These harden hearts of finest texture made i - 
These o'er their virtues throw the darkest shade ; 
The soul overcast for ever is in gloom ; 
The withered mind can ne'er regain its bloom. 
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O let not then one moment's weakness prove 
Destructive to our paradise of love. 

Whatever ties we have, our will is free- 
That very freedom binds me, love, to thee, 
The fiurest emblem of creative power 
Is love, my Emma, tasting beauty's flower. 



i 



Wbt StlkuM 

CONVERTED INTO A DRINKING BOWL 



THB DIABOLIAD.' 



Th€y drink out of iknlis.— Lnvit. 

E'en wert thou if^itlesa now thou art 

A source of wit to all, 
Though brainless^ now thou warm'st the heart: 

Whatever iUsbefaU I 

Then be the g^itt'ring goblet full, 

The blood-red liquor quaff. 
Let others sadden o'er the skull ; 

We view it but to laugh* 
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Or wert thou jovial, how thy spright 

Must be delightod aow, 
TokMWytbatfliiatchMfitHiieavtUym(^ « 

Its tenement d6th glow 

With wine, that once it loy^d se Wdlt^ 

No rei^liles there i^Nrott^d, 
But firagranee is its yinous smeU^ 

Its ccmoave idnnes with gold^ 

Thou moiddereBt not In dust ; tethee, 

Where'er thy body lies^ 
We gire an immortality; 
: 3%ftpirittteyerdie8. 

Then be the gUtt'ring goUet fUU^ 

The blood*red liquor quaft 
Let ethers sadden o^er the skull ; 

We ?iew it bat tb laughs 



4 



W^t faiwwtf* 



WHOm ^fUrmb^Tmmm or krwnm 



Geniiu offidlen BabyIoft-4idiold 
In Ixmdon, mart of ofNdenee ttid TiB^ 

Thy scenes of former loxvy nnroilM ; 
Here every things e'en -woman, has its prfee. 

Here Mammon pBes his sobtle trade with diee; 
Bevies of dainty datnsek here dMiond^ 

With Levi's tribe the imwaiy to enlioe: 
That neither land nor body, tamy be^ iwitL ' ' 
Corroption's fatal golphs here menaee all arannd ! 



Much is alloVd to youth, to feelings i 
To Pleasure's tempting look, eorapaniona guy ; 

He who would acdm the soul-onmk'mngiKiiig, 
Whose heart is shut 'jgainst beauty's g^nM ray. 

He would despise the loveliness of Mqr. 
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' UtA out^;mrd) no, nor iiKward lundiine ^vmnni 
His sool^ himself a moTing mass of day. 
The goodliest prospect has for him no charms ; 
He never, never felt the lover's sweet alarms* 

Awake to life— no more of woman's smiles 
Dream, nor the noisy merriment of knaves. 

How many Losels perish by the wiles 
Of sweet Aspasias, Timon's grateful slaves. 

Lo! thetrim yatchridesbuoyanto'erthe waves 
Fairer in shew more fragile than the rest 

Of meaner harks ; the sudden tempest raves : 
Amidst the ignoble craft she rolls distrest, 
It nought avails her now to be so gaily drest. 

Tis vain to mourn — ^yet oft; remorse will tear 
The breast, from which all virtues are not wrung 

By wantonness, faj^se witch„ whose aspect fiur 
Blinds doaling old, but fitscinates the young. 

Tilt by her arts their sinews ave unrtrung^ 
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Thwrtmaglhelhawti^ waiAedialhw 
Tbey mar thoie hope» W wbidi Ikeir pttrenU 

Fame, forlime^ geniui ■aorifioed la crimey 
And all those lesaons leam'd in boyhood^a happier 
tinua. 

Life is a blank to those whom Fancy blest,. 
E'en in their infancy, for why, they scorn, 

WhenPleasurewarmly sought^haslosther zest, 
Those social duties for which man is bom ; 

A long, long night succeeds their lovely moiii* 
Where shall the luckless child of Nature turn, 

Ba£Bed by hope, by fiercer passions torn ; . 
He dares the wisdom of the world to spurn. 
Yet by the world misled, forever doomed to mourn t 

Be then utility alone the aim 
Of all thy actions ; ere it U too late 

The doulitftd meed of poei^ disidaim. ' '^ 
Let noUer Im^s (by Rowing soul ektt^. 
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Wfth honest MBl vphoM the ainkiiig ttftte— 
Be this the peiMMioe for thy follies pa8t« 

Fer better than in maudlin verse to prate 
Of what in days of re¥di7 thotiif&st^ 
Shall isdf^reooided viae iU aetod tilM onthurt ? 

InTention too must cease to yield delight ; 
'For pleasure has its limits, then refrain 

Awhile from courting iancy ^s aid^-poor wlght^ 
Thoughts too intense will prey upon thy brain: 
Since e'en an o'er-firaught memory brings pain. 
Iffatnre's unbounded realms wonld'st thouexploi'e, 
fifae views thy puny efibrts with disdaiOi 
The learned are but idlers on her shore; ^ 
So deem'd that wond'rous man best skili'd in 
Natu^e^s lore** 



• Soiaaed <M hmmIVmbi wum,^^t it rcbted of Sir laaac 
llewtmii tkat In tptakiiig on Mine occaiioii of hb diicoveriei^ 
he compared himself to a boy collecting pebbles on the tea 
•hore. .- . : i 
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Thy Inretliren in dislreis deiDBiid thy eare, 

Whose <mly bed is nowtiie o<rid damp earth ; 

'Go these relieve ; fiur swe^^ is the prayer 

For the^, for thiiie,^iliat gratitude pours forth, 

* Than heartless j^ses "wfaidi the sons of mirUi 

Maddening i^ith lust and wine on thee bestow. 

Shall they to-tiiorrow Mill prodaim thy worthj 
Who with o^erflo^mg zeal to-night do glow? 
Poind liberal fool I fear 'twill not indeed lie so I 

O Howard^ Reynolds^ names to man more dear 
. Than those of heroes who have fought and died! 
You followed well our Saviour^ footsteps here. 
While dove-^ed Charity-^r^-celestial: guide-^' 

Scattered unnumbered blessin|;s by your side ! 
To save the soul opprest by guilt, to give 
To virtuous industry an honest pride, 
. Thi^ your ambition, may it ever live— r- ^ . 
Fresh with the dews of heaven its bloodleds laurels 
thrive. 



dFrtellom. 



Freedom stands upon the hill, 

Crowns are scatter'd at her feet ; 
Power now bends unto her will. 

Nature's sons her presence greeft. 
How she mocks the pride of kings, 

How she scorns their idle shew ; 
Now, she cries, on eagle's wings, 

'Gainst the thankless tribe 111 go. 
Virtue, Wisdom, you alone 

Just pre-eminence deserve ; 
Attributes to that high throne 

Which the freest love to serve. 
Break the prison gates, behold 
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Ifoaof iatailectdhrme, 
Foic'd by tlungi of oowaer mould. 

In the dongeofi's gloom to pinel 
See the tyrant nitee Ugh, 

Girt with bettlementi mnmnd. 
Towers, that seem to hrare the sky— 

His strength ia nought — his hopes unsound.- 
Be he robed in purple pall. 

Death shall seise the goigeoaa priaei 
Though before him thousands ftU, 

Freemen shout ^^ Rayenge'^-^e dioa* 



Mixfb oxitt fttM^ 



Let Mirth now wave her rosy wings 
To &n my Emma's brows ; 

"While sister Health her tribute brings, 
The never-dying Rose* 

Long may they both around her play. 
To bless her foce— her mind I 

But, ah! if Mirth should fly away, 
Health tarries not behind. 



i 



imptwupttu 



Deartothe loiiiorGeiiioiiftlhy fiune^ . . 
They wOl for ever oonsecrate thy name: 
While kings, whomiioiighlbiii fagonptriei qui 

pleaie, 
Who vegetate^ ihemielvet the dares of ease. 
In marble sqinlchres entombM shall rol — ^ 
Their names^ their bloated dignity, forgot. 



Loud howl the 'winds around, the sea ou high 
Bandies its giant waves against the sky. 
Now the red lightnings run along the ground. 
Trees snapt asunder from the earth rebound ; 
The sweeping tempest hurries on its way, 
Ocean and Earth, and Heaven, alike ito prey« 



AN 



Spoktn «< « PrvMie RepreMenMkm rf Ridmd the TkiHU 



Those sleepless energies that urge the ynil 

To snatch a doubtful good by deeds of ill^ 

Though not embodied by a Kean^ may bring 

A lesser glory to our mimic king ! 

Though an usurper, yet he humbly bows 

To all those laws your fiat may impose. 

What though he fell beneath young Richmond's 

hand. 
You, you my friends his destiny command. 
The warmest greetings you may give us here, 
Will only serve to dissipate our fear ; 
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They cannot swell with vain self-love our hearts^ 
We ne'er again perchance may act these parts. 
Comparisons are odious, we must fail 
Whatever our efforts be — should they prevail. 
How few the prize which Genius gives may claim. 
Or reach at one bold flight the heights of fame. 
Since smiles, fair ladies, form your brightest charm. 
Then with those smiles the critic band disarm : 
Beauty o'er all throws such a magic chain. 
It baffles reason — makes resistance vain. 
To please you critics is no easy task, 
Applaud us when you can — ^'tis all we ask ! 
Extend your mercy to our mimic scene. 
And still let candour triumph over spleen! 
Your kind indulgence is our best reward. 
Our only wish, to merit your regard. 



m2 



TO 



Emilia on |^ i$ict|HBaj!« 



The day has retarn'd to another 

Though brighter— yet daiker to me^ 
Time taught us our passion to smother. 

Yet Emma I lived but for thee. 
But wayward is Love, and 'fis madness 

To bind him, though quiet he seems ; 
Though his eyes may be beaming with gladness^ 

How inwardly dark are his schemes* 

'Tis childish to prattle of reason, 

Or Beauty with constancy link ; 
To be faithful, what is it, but treason 

^Gainst Love— who ne^er wills us to think? 
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As thy fingers run over the strings 

Of thy harp, thou fair minstrel of Erin^* 

The rapture variety brings 

To the senses is far more endearing^ 

Than the sweetest of strains that^s prolong'd : 
Yet this heart might be constant to one^ 

Though by woman for ever ^tis wronged : 
Though neglected as soon as 'tis won ! 

'Tis fond — though so often mistrusted, 
Not a slave, till betray'd, to caprice, 

Though tainted, it is not incrusted, 

(Yet the world will upbraid it) with vice. 



* The trembling strings about her fingers crowd. 
And tell their joy for every kiss aload : 
Small force there needs to make them tremble so, 
TonchM by that hand who wonld not tremble too. 

Waalbr. 
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Co 



Vuditf fremity refriogit Tirgnltm pede vago. 

Catuixoi. 

There in a noment we may plonge enr yemn 
In fatal peniteoce— Byron* 



To know our good — ^yet to rebel 
Against it — that indeed is hell. 
The tumult of my early years ; 
Wild pleasure ending oft in tears ! 
The day's lovM sin— the night's regret; 
These cling around my memory yet. 
Still torturing it with fiercer woes, 
Than power even wishes for her foes ! 
Deep in my heart is fixM a sting. 
Beyond thy worst imagining ! 
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Nor can time heal it, but thy love 
May lessen pain — ^though not remove ! 
Man has twice duped me — ^woman too, — 
But thou^ my charmer^ thou art true. 
If^ as we are taught by Christian creeds. 
Motives be weighed, as well as deeds ! 
The thunderbolt may not alike 
The duped and the deceiver strike I 
And there is one — ^I name him not. 
Who merits well the robber's lot. 
As the scorched fly from light to light 
Falls, till his frame be wasted quite ! 
Thus self-consuming have I flown 
From love to love HU life was gone. 
Thou canst again revive my soul, 
Freshen again the tasteless bowl ! 



/ 



fH i^ragment 



When I consider life, Uis all a cheat ; 
Yet fool'd by hope, men faf onr the deceit I 
Trust on, and think to-morrow will repay, 
To-nu>rroir*s fhlser than the former day. 

Drtdbit* 



O! fora woman who would GharmaTTay 
Those grie& that on my very heart-strings prey. 
The sense of past, that turns to bitterness 
The sweets of life — ^that aggravates distress ; 
Then converse with a friend, delight that springs 
From intercourse of hearts when beauty sings : 
May from the mind erase all records there 
Of years mis-spent^ of folly or of care : 
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jO ! Alfieri's* shade before mine eyes, 

lYith gestures wild — ^remorseful seems to rise I 

Nfature bad mockM bim with desire of Uiss ; 

Has be then found a better world than this 1 

Fn what warm planet dwells this soul of fire 

Whom every earthly pleasure woo'd to tire ! 

Wealth but engenders care, when idly spent 

[t leaves behind a fund of discontent ! 

The poor are robb'd, and well might they complain, 

if ou to relieve their real wants disdain ! 

^Vhile bloated usurers absorb a store. 

That might support twelve families or more I 

iVhen every joy. your senses seems to greet, 

lYould you with Villiers't fortune be discreet ? 



* Alfieiii f«r the life of fhis great dramatic poet, and ex* 
raordinary maii| lee the Supplement to the fincydopndUi 
Iritannica. Article— A16eri. 

t ViUierty the celebrated Duke of Bnckinghami immortallied 
>7 Diyden and Pope. 
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Women, wine, music, all oombin'dto pl€ 
A •pirit that alike loath'd care or ease ! 
O '^ Uu not in ourselves but in our stars,^ 
We cry, when Passion with our reason wars. 
That warm alarums of our blood begin, 
To stir the soul to wantonness or sin I 
Be prodigal ye sons of mirth — Remorse 
Is but a word, let passion have its course ! 
Heed not yon houseless stranger, ye shall fed 
Lust's tj^ranny on racks of burning steel.* 
Heard ye the pitiless storm ; the thunder roan I 
Go lavish now your useless wealth on w ' ■, 
Gro ! and possess the fairest of the train, 
O^er whom indulgent Venus loves to reign ! 
Shall such things be I my soul will often ask; 
Too well it knows how dreadful is the task 



• I am isdtbted to a play of Ford*a for this ideat 
^ There liei the wanton 
On racks of burning iteeU'* 



\ 
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To each reply ! the caases well are kaawii) 
Youth, UDCurb'd passion^ love of false renown I 
Who check'd my growing lusts, who curb'd my wfli^ 
Who to my restless spirit said, be still 1 
£ W winter age might whiten o'er my brows, 
Or chill my heart, where now the life-blood glows- 
With such untemper'd heat, that nothing less 
Than icy death can check its vividness ; 
Death may release me from myself, and give 
A venal grief to those who whisper, live ! 
Live I to be pointed at by scorn^s slow finger 
The worst but known, no more on earth I'd linger ! 
The current of my thoughts in earlier life 
Was never with my better hopes at strife ; 
Warmly it glowed, in virtue's channel strong 
It flow'd, unmingled with alloy along, 
But flattery changed its course. 
My pleasures were intense, I could not view 
A lovely dame, and turn aside like you 
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Tame placid youths ; I cared not what I gave^ 
Wealth) honour, homage, all thai dame might have* 
<( Mine own dear Lais, now indeed Vm blest. 
The diamond cross shall sparkle on thy breast; 
Rich jewels too shall glitter o'er my Queen, 
In intermingling hues of blue and green* 
Come love, on silken coverlets recline^ 
Beneath the tendrils of an emerald vine.''* 
Yon pander to my lust, who fed me well 
With rich supplies for vice shall sup in hell ; 
How will the miscreantwrithewhen fiends shallpour 
Down his detested throat the molten ore ! 



* The spoilt of naUons ihall bedeck my bride. 

Btron. 

I fear that I neTer participated in the spoils of oationi. It 
it no difficult matter I hear to rob the amiable faces of foreign 
potentates of tlieir circular attractions, and to convert iota 
necklacesy diadems, and tiaras, the superfluous ornaments that 
adorn imperial snuff boxes. AV hat vere Zenobia*s adornments 
compared to those that glitter on the person of — — — 
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I too might hear an usurer's groan to me 
Sy^eet consolation amidst agony I 
Forgive thy foes, but not the traitor friend, 
This is a maidm Christians may defend: 
At least, I icilly though some in pride of plaee. 
Bedecked with borrowed plumes outstare disgrace* 
Repent ! wherefore repent ? Repentance brings 
To former griefs a thousand added stings. 
The tree that's scath'd by lightning is unfit 
For woiidly use, since God had blasted it. 
What, to relieve its sorrows shall we pour 
Poison into the bosom's inmost core ? 
The past, or well or ill employ'd is past, 
Time passes on — ^tbe present will not last. 
Then sin no more, improve what may remain 
Of virtue, there's enough to stifle pain. 
Be through your honesty deceiv'd by man. 
Then curse your generous feelings if you can ! 
Tortures await the spendthrift and the knave. 
But why forestall them on this side the grave 1 
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Why bend o'er Dante'i page in horrid mood, 
mifiui^ brings to li^t hell'« monstrous brood.^ 
The warrior and the bard are soon forgot^ 
Or if awhile bepraised it matters not I 
Their's is eternal li^t or endless gloom. 
The world of worlds, or chaos of the tomb ! 
In death to them all earthly praise is vain, 
Lire they in heaven! such praise they must disdain. 
The modem Alcibiades in youth, 
In age Demosthenes, the sage whom truth 
Would call her dearest son, the patriot, friend! 
(Might I like him my former sins amend) 
He is forgotten now, yes Fox, thy worth 
Is scarce remember'd by the sons of earth I 
But when we die, what shall record our fame 1 
We are but summer flies that buz without a name I 



* I wish that some of onr Money Lenders conld i«ad the 
seventeeth Canto of the ^'inferno'* of Dante; and then let 
them dirert themselves if they cm I 
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The same recurrence of unmeaning nightS) 
The sameness too of sorrows and delights ; 
The heartlessness of man, trite themes indeed^ 
Make life itself no better than a weed I 
Cast on the shore^ we lie awhile, anon 
Oblivion's wave returns, and we are gone! 
O I thou immortal one, who dwelPst alone, 
Excessive brightness darkening round thy throne! 
Midst all my follies, let me bend my knee, 
And ask forgiveness (gracious Qod !) of Thee» 
I've sinn'd^ but have been sinn'd against, thedupe 
Of worthless knaves ; compell'd, alas ! to stoop 
To those I hate, and this I did endure ; 
Dear-bought experience was my only cure ! 
O ! purify my verse, and if I live. 
Give me content, which thou alone can'st give I 
In various ways this adage well is told, 
The rich man may be poor amidst his gdid I 
Though B' ■ d lives in solitary state, 
Will grandeur screen him from the general hate 1 
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Or Eastern dreami al F realised, 

Conviiice him thai he cannot be despised ? 
Here let me rest in this sweet solitude,* 
Where knaves and parasites shall ne'er intrude; 
No bacchanals are here, to give pretence. 
For wild excess, or ruinous expenee. 
In yon delicious wood I love to hear. 
Though strange may seem the notes, a welcome 

cheer. 
The birds by nature fed, ask nou^t of me, 
Tlieir's is at least no counterfeited glee. 
Where are my revellers, for ever flown ! 
On silken wings they flutter through Uie town. 
My golden days are past ; those days but few. 
Dear dwelling-place of love and mirth, adieu. 



* On Avon's banki where flowen eternal blow. 

POPK. 

I wrote these lines where Shakespeare is traditionaUy sop* 
posed to ha?e written tlie character of the melancholy Jaqnes. 
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Die and avoid all ills ! I now am dead, 

The world of life o'er canopies my head ; 

There lives the day — God, there those spirits play, 

Whose day is sunshine, and whose night is day. 

But all is darkness here ; thought, thought itself 

Is unemploy'd, or if employ'd, on pelf. 

Clouds intercept the sun without, within 

Rises around our minds the mist of sin. 

No more of this — to be what I have been 

'Twere wretchedness ; to pass my days unseen, 

Silently musing on those olden times, 

When nature shew'd her grandeur even in crimes. 

To live at home, contemplative, to scorn 

Not hate mankind; to be as Hwere new-born, 

This is my warmest wish, sweet Poesy 

Then will I dwell with Woman, Nature, Thee ! 

Is not this better than among the crowd 

To fret and gaze and cringe before the proud ; 

To mix in politics and play the fool, 

A would-be Gracchus, or Corruption's tool ? 



€o 8 ftaVs i^insins^ 



Thy voiee the mind of music well expresse*, 
Melodioudy divine^ the seraph's song. 
That the prime source of harmony addresses^ 
l%all, distant be the day, to thee belong ! 
Now as the spirit of Mozart possesses 
Thy S0UI9 around thee how thy hearers throng. 
Thou wert a young ey'd cherub ers't on high 
Warbling thy sweetness, 'neath the summer's 9ky« 



\ 



^mitistvojp. 



What chanDA9 &ir Adlestrop, thy garden shews, 
How rich ia loveliness thy varied flowets, 
The hyacinth, the pink, the royal rose 
That careless overhangs thy myrtle bowers, 
Each, nourisVd by its sister's: fr^graQo^ glpw^> 
In sweet eommuiuoa sharea the yilal sbowers. 
There all the labour to0 of art 19 seen. 
To gild the gloories of the Garden Queen. . 
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Co U^ft&t in pgeabtn* 



The cold in dime are cold in bloody 
Tlieir love doeo fcarce dctorTc the name, 

Bnt mine was Uke tlie lara flood. 
That boils hi ^tna^s breast of flame. 

Btboii. 



Ill nVer believe though thou art gone^ 

That vfe for aye have parted ; 
Thou sainted one ! the thought alone 

Would make me broken-hearted 
Though worlds divide us, yet the soul 

Nor time nor place eonfine, 
Though fiur betwe^ us planets rdl^ 

Thou still art ever mine; 

Tes, Rosa's number'd with the dead, 
Her sensible warm spirits fled I 
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The young, the beautiful, the gay, 
T saw her on her dying day, 
Loveless and joyless, nothing but detiay« 
The dearest object of our lust, 
When soulless, is but putrid dustf 
But love that's passionless and pure 
Will through eternity eodure, 
When this same worthless world diall be 
Sunk in the gulph of anarchy ! 
So says the preacher, but whose eyes 
Can pierce the doud of mysteries 
That hangs before us 1 Rosa now. 
That secret knows which all must know I 
Rememberest thou, dear shade, one 0ve> 
Ere yet we knew what 'tis to grieve. 
One summer's eve when lingering Ijgfat^ 
Half melting into shades of night, 
Mellow'd our fancies, as we walked 
On Richmond's banks, and softly talked, 
Thou wert the Lady of the Lake, 
I was thy bard for fimcy's sake ; 
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O such a nigbtHScene ne'er! nvasknowii^ 
We seemed to be on earth alone ! 
A breathless feeling, a suspense 
Of life, a quietude intense 
Prevailed around Us in that hour^ 
E'en silence felt love's mighty power! 
Whene'er I spoke of young Gukiar09 
Or of Medora's constancy, 
Or Petrarch's Laura, or the fair 
Cresseid! O then exultingly 
Rosa, upraised ber^yes of blue, 
And smiling on me, said, I'm true I 
When folly's reign awhile was o'er, 
When ceas'd the Baochanallan roar; 
Rosa would cod my throbbing brain, 
And whisper in mine ear, refrain 
Ere 'tis too late, refrain I pray 
From vice, at least, the vice of play ! 

As clouds in various shapes arise. 
So varied are our phantasies: 
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By day, by night, on earth, in sleepy 

Our souls their boundaries o'erleap I 

Lo! dreams our waking thoughts unfold, 

Then fancy ranges uncontrolled; 

Then scenes imagination drew 

Are for the night, indeed, as true 

As earthly pleasures ; they must pass 

As sand nms down the hour glass 1 

And I have dreamt of those dear days, 

When all my sin was love of praise ; 

When firat xay mind put forth her powers,, 

In classic Harrow's green wood bowers; ' " 

When my sole mistress was the muse. 

Not she, the patroness of stews! 

Then woke to sad reality. 

And sighed and almost wished to ^e I 

Years since have interven'd, unblest. 

Unheeded, heedless, acora^d^ oppiml, * 

The piodigal, theaharperVij^rey^ 
I squandered wealth and life away I 
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The morning smiles on me in vain^ 

Its beauty seems to mock my pain! 

Hence to thy couch then, try to sleep^ 

Or curtained clos6 from day-hght weep ! 

Would not the stars foreshow my fate 

To turn me from it — ere too late ? 

I have oft felt a sudden zecd, 

That none can guess who do not feel! 

It started on ray soul and left 

My mind of every thought bereft I 

Twas strong as death, it bum'd within, 

A light impure that led to sin I 

Is it a blessing to possess, 

Wealth with continual restlessness? 

What is an idler ? but a boy 

That spoils, then quarrels with his toy ? 

^were better fbr man in his grave to be east, 
OW wearied with mind too impassioned to last, 
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Since talents unexercised here, shall remain 
To the gifted a source of most exquisite pain. 



All is Dot lost, there yet remains 
A soul dishonour never stains^ 
Still fraught with energy, a mind 
That longs to labour for mankind ! 
That would for every truant hour 
Do all the good that^s in ita power, 
That has enough of fidth to know 
Man is predoom'd to toil below, 
Or by the sweat of mind or brow. 



} 



K 






No magic hall more davkly grand, 
Upftaried 'neath the ^ncbanler'a ^ 
Its lights a sombre splendour shed-^ 
Beneath the marble lay the dead ! 
These sad mementos form'd I ween, 
A contrast to the mirthful scene. 
The side-board scarce upheld the weight 
Of richly- wrought, old, massy plate, 
The tables made a bright display 
Of Burgundy and rich Tokay ! 
Nor did we want the minstrePs aid, 
Who shone in gorgeous robes array'd, 
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Pre-eminent, and while he sung 
Young nymphs before him roses flung: 
Thin gauze revealM their limbs, as bright 
As waters sparkling to the sunny light. 
And classic rites which Knight * must priae 
Were then performed before our eyes. 
Our revels now are done, our flowers 
Wither no more at midnight hours. 



* Knighi, Payoe Ksight, a celebrated Virtaoso and the 
Author of- 



QtoMtimu 



' I hare beeir 



O'er surfeited viitti pleasure, till my hearl 

Sicken'd at gaiety, and sank beneath 

The weight of itsownlistlesness, full gorged 

With luxuries, and these I overprized ! 

And as " the soft Triumvir'* gave a world 

For one loved woman, so gave I my soul 

My tranquil consciousness of honesty 

For many Cleopatras — ^hear ye this, 

For I confess my sins, ye mouthing priests ; 

Now lecture me on vanities and all 

Those varied crimes of which in seemly words 

Ye prate, and as ye prate the world moves on 

Still unrepentant— man is ever man I 
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Why should we wish him belter? to our God 
A thousand years are liothing — but mankind 
Are worn with three score years ; yet they would 

have 
A spark setherial of the fire that warms 
The whole creation — crawling here on earth, 
They move, and eat, and deep, and then must die! 
Aye— quit their palaces, their glittering shews-^ 
Their artificial splendours, imd become 
A portion of the elements, and sink 
Into the world^s great womb, and be forgot. 
O could I live among those gorgeous clouds 
Pavilioning the sun, as in the west 
The glorious orb descends — I'd wish for death, 
If it wer« death, thus, thus to rise again. 




^t SIfmrer/ 



Ve MBft of BelU view you kiunce I prty, 
A barbev once, a CnesiiB mmy Hfey: »y : 
Look on hb gorgon TJ^ngfi rtaring ey<% 
Yet 18 his tongue well trimmed witk p^Mffliiig Ues ; 
There's magic in his wards ; be giveayou inor^ 
Of woods and lands than e'«r you owa'd before> 



• Tbia if no fictitious character. I request all men to beware 
of adTertisiog Money Lenders : let them beware how they 
suffer themselves to be flattered into a belief that there will be 
no day of recKoning* the '* day of reckooion;" will come and a 
•CYcre one it will be, when they will discover to their sorrow 
that principal has l>een added to prindpal, interest to interest^ 
arrears to arrears, and that for the original loan of a few Imo- 
dred pounds, they must pay thousands. 
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Yet seeks but in retuni some thoasRiid pounds^ 
You sacrifice your wealth to empty sounds. 
Lil^e gudgeons by the prey-bird caught you erisrv^ 
Something that shines, yet lose whatever you have I 
And Jiriends will moek you wh^i you are dislrest^ 
With Candid's maxjm, all is for the besl« 
Accumulated deeds aid blaek arreani, 
Consume in months the rent roU ef whole yeavs* 
A paltry hundred you reeeive, then give 
A few, few thousands^-^men in trade must live* ' 
Robbers must live to be the Goumtry'« oorse, 
And Usurers take your land and Thieves your 

purse. 
These are the men who fetten pn the soil, 
Who sow not, reap not, crush their neighbour's 

toil: 
These are the harpies who with fell delight^ 
Poison life's wholesome oomfqrti Y(hex^ tli^ey 

light. 



^ 



200 

Hear then my eoidial cane ye tbnnet sof ^d^ 
And be it tlroDger tfaen the eane of old ; * 
May rotteoDewconfame yoor limbi till death 
Release the air from peililenlial breath I 
Bfay DuidiieM aeiie your bnuae^ aiid in yoiir.hearti 
The toorpioaconfcienoe deeply fix its darts! 
The pangs whidi I hare felt, and still mustfi^l, 
Thfoa^ your regard, impel me to this zeal! 
O 'tis an agony to be the slave 
Of those vile wretdies whom we cannot brave ; 
It steels man's heart against his brother's woes, 
It aotakes him hate his kind, where'er he goes. 
Ingratitude to him iqppears a crime . 
That cankers every breast, in every dime« 



• iBtlwfatli chapter of I^erltfew there St a ^pesdfolesrte 
proBOimced on thofc Iiraelitet who break the command, ** Take 
thov 00 naoryy^aadagaiBy <*T1umihaKm>t|^feUm tbj money 
for otiirr.** 



POEMS. 201 

If there be virtues in this world they thrive 
Far from those open halls where lordlings live. 
EnslavM to thousand while he aeems their Ood, 
The generous fool for self prepares the rod ; 
All lash him; why? because he fondly deemM 
Thatthey^vain boasters, were the men they seemM. 
Plunder is sweet to those who live by gain^--^ ^ 
Shylock must have his dues^ you rave in vain. 
My words are valueless, they oannot tell 
What strong emotions now my bosom swell ; 
*Too strong for tears, too various ,yes to you 
ICind Usurers; for these my thanks are due«^ 



* Too ttroag for t«art.— TboiigM tbtt do often lie Uo deep 
for tears. 

Wordsworth. 



Hit iiftfli plebeeala gftvdct. 



OIumAi Ihy oomplaiiits mj dear yooOi^ 
* OvMMktaax mj dariiag beUeire 
I love thee — ^I ipeak but tiie truth, 
Alii when mm I known to deoehre-7 

I will suffer no Goulf to be near. 
The boy whom I lore and protect ; 

Then my Mqnouii away with all &ar — 
Nor the faith of your Leila suipeci. 

The bulbul may woo the sweet rose 
But thy cheek is the rose that I love* 

Let us search where the peris repose, 
As through jassamine bowers we rove. 



The sapphire is bright^ but more blue 
Are thine eyes, and more lovely to me 

Than the saf^hire^ dm^ li{^ or the hue 
Of the violet sou|^t by the bee ! 

Q li^t as jthe Aatdope's kqpt 

Are thy feet in the dance, and the glow 
Of thy breast is the rose-hue that sleeps 

At sunset on vases of sno#» 



o 2 



to g»if» 



TIm Mliiiy ^ Miilv biMfUag fhNB ter Vaoe. 

Btrov. 

Tib mA thy ftoe^ though fiur it seems^ 

For beauty's frail they say ! 
^is not the light that quickly beams 

From eyes that shame the day« 

That win me, 'tis thy rare good sense — 

Thy voice to me as sweet 
As former dreams, when innocence 
Made happiness complete* 

When thought was new, before mine eyes 
Visions of untried joys 
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In perspective appeared to rke ; 
(How blest indeed are boy9«) 

Garlands were there, and dainty sfNriteS) 

And voices sweet as thine 
I heard ; and then celestial lights. 

Around me seemM to shine* 

And pearly cars were moving near, 

And vessels glided o'er 
A silver lake ; and then a dieer 

Echoed along the shore. 

<< She comes, she comes''— our Queen they cry. 

The silver-voiced'lhys-<^ 
A thousand streamers wave on high, 

Streamers of woven rays. 

She comes in pomp of loveliness. 
Brighter than words can paint ; 
e 3 
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Madonna'g ch^mto in loolk were lew— - 
htm gloriooB dioneher w^hA I* 

(Ver datded wtth exoeM oflii^ 
I scarcely see thetmia ... * 

That in their riunbow liVeriw digbt^ 
Her lun-brig^t lobes sustain. 

I wdce in sudden Mrtaey ; 

I felt a feverish glow-^. 
The passing dreaiih ivas dei^-lo me^ 

But dearer &r arfr^Tlioii; 



• BtMau 



Co a !La))i|!» 

C9mpUtmmgiotk€ Author ikaihAwmto^mUd. 



Lady, forgive me if I say, 
The mist foretells a lovelier day 
Than e'er the treacherous charms of morn 
Promise ; though new-born flowers adorn 
Her lap, and freshly zephyrs blow— < 
Ruffling the water's eariy glow. 
How oft at times unhallow'd feeling 
Prevails, the noblest thoughts concealing. 
Yet will it break like mists away — 
Then all our virtues rise to-day ; 
There's in the blaze of youth, a heat 
That cannot last, the pulse's beat. 
Like the volcano's lessening rage. 
Has but a fitful strength in age. 
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Hcneeforth adieu to wiMuan's eyei> 
And aH their wanton witcheries. 
Vm thine, thine only— oh ! fiBurewdl, n 
That ooIdneM noif has broke the spell > 
That honnd me to thee— then fiirewelL^ 



Though ^^ cloudless cUmes and starry nights" 

Have SlVd thy soul with wild delights. 

Though Rousseau's scenery around 

Geneva's lake, seems haunted ground ', 

Yet welcome home, thy voice is here, 

Its warblings linger on mine ear : 

Can Paris, insincere as gay 

Charm thee, but for a holiday 1 

Or Gallia's flippant sons engage 

A mind that loves Young's sacred page. 

Or Schiller's dramas, when the soul 

Spurns criticism's cold controul 

As Tell strikes home for liberty. 

And Gesder foils, and man is free. 
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Oft in thy abieiioe have I gaied 
On forms by glowing fiuicy raised 1 
Ideal forms— 4hey coold not | 
For thou wert brighter fiur than these i 
Believe me, Mary, for ttiy sake 
There's noaght I would not undertake ; 
Fan but ambition's dame, 'twill rise 
And glare, like meteors through the skies. 
Or bid me love domestic quiet, 
My pulse, dear girl, shall cease to riot. 
Thou, thou canst teach me to subdue 
All feelings but a love that's true. 
Yes to be thine, as through this vale 
Of tears we journey on and wa9 ; 
Thine now, when every h(qpe was gone^ 
As late I thought, thou loveliest one ; 
To hear that voice, to see, possess 
Thy beauteous self^ 'twere hiqppiness 
Too pure for me— 4hat bounty given, 
Witness my gratitude — Oh heavenE. 



Co .fifflwcii^ 



« Fve thee well «nd if for ever 

Tfacin for cTer f«re thee well.*' 

Btron* 



O Mary, didst thou know my heart. 
Thou wouUUt not thus despise it: 

But since we are compeird to part, 
Thou shalt not, dearest, prize it. 

By me sweet girl, .tbou.wert loved more 
(No fiction this, believe me^) 

Than woman e'er was loved before^ , 
And yet thou shalt not grieve me« 

But thou wert cdd, and yet me thought 
Thine c|yes were beamiiig kindly : 



1. 
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The brcr'ft BUtti with finides firmoi^ 



Doil wish thioy^ fereigB dioMi to ror^ 
Where woman's Muks are bootless. 

Where fierce compulsioo stifles kMre ; 
Where genius loo is firoitleis ? 

Awi^ then to those eastern hsHs, 
Where Tniksabnse their powers: 

Perchance wifUn a Haram^s yMky 
Thoit'lt s^ for Erin's bowers r 

Think not of that —* ft shall nol be ; 

Biay every joy desired 
At home, abroad, still wait on thee. 

Loved, bonoorM, and admired* 

Is this a selfish wish I ah, no I 
Whatever may be thy choice, Lo?.e-^ 
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Though I might wish it were notso, 
I will for thee rejoice, Love. 

To hear thy loy'd one call thee ^^ IMde/' 

Twill give a moment's sadness- 
Be thou but blest- a way^ with pride— ^ 

I'll welcome him with ^adness. 

We ne'er may meet— Qn distent shores . 

O ! heave one sigh sinoerely, 
One iigh for Mm, who still adores, 

Nay more, must love thee dearly* 



ODE 

Ob lit iMMrfAf DMA ^ 

1^ ^dMxitm^ e^iaxlvtu of SKaU* 



Ti (ih MT &«0VC ff * fTMtC &Xf^ 

AJfM» fauirnp vffrri. 

SMcmtu AoAaiBj 



Now all WM quiet aid sereM : 
Hope's morning etar on earth wae seen, 

Its ligbt our bosoms cheer'd , 
Then, then, the hurricane arose. 
The dreadful tempest of our woes : 

And nought but gloom appeard* 
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The festal gong is o'ier-r ' 

The voice of mirth no m6re 
Is heard throughout $bfi land : . 
With quivering lips and pa|ie, ' 

The young and old bevvail 

The Almighty's drea4 comijr^a^ 1 I 

If for our sins this Lamb most then atone) 

Thy will on earth be done, great God, thy vfill be 

done! 
Grim death I oh what a -blow 4hou gar'sl^ufiieie; 
The thought is ev'n too bitter for a tear, 
It spreads a {^oom that never' wSldepail, > 
A settled thunder cloud aroiiild theheart* ' 
And she is nothingness, vibo lat« 
With joy, and lu^, and love elate 

A fiury vision seemM, 
Bhe realized ttiose pleasures Inown / 
To iew, to none who wear a crewn^ i 
Nor ev'n of sorrow dream'd. 



Bat who ean ptint tivrt dreadftil gnef 
Thai aikfl not, wiilitt Dol, relief ; 
The fieiee, vimllenUie angaiih^ 
That shudderiiig pity miiit ooneeal ; 
That gnawi within her widow'd oonsortt breaat, 
(Ah happy onoe^ with smiUiig pleasQies blest) 
That will not through ezhausUoD languish — 
Ohl who would this reveal! 

Was it for this that Hymen joio'd their hands 
Amide people's shouts in rosy fasadsi 
That when with loyal belies all hearts were gay,* 
His lovely bride should thus be torn away ? 

We hoped to hear the merry beUs, 

Alas! now changed to funeral kn^Us: 

Heard ye the solemn sound ? 

Again it tolls — the bell profound. 
Would it were fiuaoy ; but she's gone— ^ 
The truest, dearest, loveliest one 
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That e'er a nation^s ^Rrisbea bleit ; 
That e'er a husband's love ponett, 
Friend to the poor, the ihtherleas} 
Friend to all virtue in diitreM! 
But wherefore grieve we so? 
. There's selfishness in woe. 

Angels of love, with gratulations high. 
Welcome their sister-spirit to the sky: 
O ever-living bride; all beauteous sprite ; 
With them thou dwell'st in everlasting light. 
Not her's the glare of royalty — 
The pride, or pomp of place ; 
But mild^ domestic charity^ 
And every winning grace. 

Yet death has dimmM the lustre of her eyes ; 
In lifeless loveliness bis victim lies ; 
Britannia frantic clasps her favourite's urn: 
Wit, Virtue, Beauty, for their darling mourn. 
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Bat throiigh the royal boiiBe, 
No feud laments aiiae: 
Sflenee that loathea rq[KNie 
There atalka with tearfol &fM. 

Ne'er may our qtlendcnte^oomplaiiits intnide 
On the Ume mourner's sacred solitode : 
The flower is broken ftom its stem. 
The ring has lost its obty girin : 
O! pfiDcelyCIaremont, withered be thy boVrs; 
CM is the hand tfabt cidl'd thy fidrest flowers: 
Like them, in bloom of yonth she died : 
Go, tell it to the house of prided 

Mock the selff loring Mr. 
Go ! whisper in the ear of kings, 
While death aside the curtain flings, 

And shews his irictim there 
Cold, voiceless^ joyless, motionless ; 
How vain is human happiness. 



MEMS. 219 

Away, away, it is not meet 
To view her in her winding sheet : 
I see her on her sapphire throne^ 
A circling halo is her crown ; 
A halo of eternal light, 
How mild her features seem, and yet how heavenly 
bright% 



Pi 



€9 an inCmt fi^tu 



Sleep my tweet child within thy niother'e arass; 
And hearen protect thy fbture yean fhmi harms t 
The mob of pasiions that assail the best; 
From friendship vicdated ; love unblest — 
From fashion's honours purchased at the price 
Of healthy vain honours, oft allied to vice. 
&9eep on sweet Constance at thy mother's breast ; 
Thy proper nurse is watching o'er thy rest: 
She gazes on thee with an anxious eye. 
And meditates thy future destiny^ 
On earthly things have angels ever smil'd? 
On one — the mother bending o'er her child. 
Best type of peace, of innocence, and love? 
Beautiful feelings here— how pure above* 
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Rich is the flower's perfume, sweet girl, to thee 
Richer in fragrance shall the musk rose be, 
When the joung world may open to thy view* 
And nature's charms, too soon forgot, are new. 
Long be thy mother's fair attractions thine; 
To talent, sense, to beauty, virtue, join. 
To unaffected sprightliness add ease ; 
Coquettes may smile, but these will ever please* 
Great Spirit of the universe, protect 
This child, and may she ne'er thy works neglect . 
But trace in lowliest weeds thy hand divine^ 
As true, as in yon glorious orbs that shine* 



/ 



^ fbt iffUmnjst of OoUtiWt 



Great bard to thee belong 
The ipirits of the mystic 8ong» 
Thou hast found 'bove all thy race 
Sweet Poesy's most hallow'd place : 
Where sunbright beings veiFd from sight 
To thee alone reveal their light. 
In fancy's cell, in midnight storm 
Each passion has its proper form. 
Glaring amid the gloom of night 
The foaming flood gave thee delight : 
But, ah ! the softness of thy lay, 
Mild as the summer-dose of day : 
When o'er Fidelle's grassy tomb, 
Thou scatterest flowers of earliest bloom. 
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No self-complaint thy mind reveals^ , 
But solely for another feels : 
Though it has suffered deep distress, 
How exquisite its tenderness I 
Since pity, peace, and mercy seem 
In sooth to be thy frequent theme ; 
And love, that royal shepherds know . 
In climes, where brighter suns do glow. 
Bard of the East] a poet sweet 
As thee ; we ne W again may greet« 
Where does thy gentle spright abide, 
All-seeing &ncy by its side? 
Where sky-bom forms are flitting near, 
. To charm it through ^^ th' eternal year/' 

JmL 22» 1818. 

THE END. 



Prioud bj GoM and Walton, U, Wardoar-ftrcet, Soho. 
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